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X. 


THE COXCOiVlB; 




AccoKDit3.G to tlie manuscript Botes of Oldys, ia his copy of ■ 
Langbaine, preserved in the British Museum, this comedy was 
acted by Philip Eosseter, and the Children of the Queen’s Bevels, 
in l6i3, for which they received 10/. This, together with the 
testimony of the prologue, sufficiently proves that it was the pro- ’ 
fjuctiou of Beaumont and Fletcher conjointly. From the pro* 
logue, it appears to have been received unfavourably at the. first ■ 
representation. Towards the end of the seventeenth century, it was 
revived at the Theatre Royal, and a prologue spoken on the occa- 
sion by Joe Haines. The Biographia Dramatica states that the , ! 

play has at times been revived with success f but latterly it 
appears to have been altogether negiecte<L As well as the subse- 
quent plays in this volume, it was first printed in the folio of 
There is a great fund both of excellent wit and humour, and of 
the higher species of poetry in this comedy, combined, as may be 
expected, with considerable faults in the execution. The charac- 
ter who gives name to the play is a fool, mean, perhaps, ^ beypnd 
the bounds of probability ; and the ludicrous light in wdfich he is ‘ ■ 
4jresunted to us can hardly compensate for the consequences of ' 
liis weakness. In fact, we must look for very little morality in 
this portion of the plot, which seems to have been designed for en** • 
tertsihment merely. On the other hand, the under-plot (if it can 
be called so, tor it is of nearly the same importance as the former) 
affords a line lesson against the indiscretions of youth, and pro*, 
duces scenes of high Interest and of exquisite beauty ; particularly 
llie fourth of the second act, the third of the third, and the second' 
of the last The distraction of Ricardo, and the innocence of 


Viola, are painted with all the deli^ 
<krs Pliilaster so delightful a drama, 
in the Intruciuction, I shouM.be i: 


which ren-* 




% * 


- 


to Fktdier ; and lliose which cjjlibit liomoiir anti wit^ tc^ his co-‘ 
adjul.or and frimti, Beaiitnonl^The characters of the old coun- 
try Is3)% Meirury’s mother ; omiexandei*, her busy pragiuatical 
servant ; and, abo^'calL of ihe^ifutely and shallow Justice, are ad- 
mlnih^sprimens of Beaumonts talents in ibis walk of conitniy^ 
The fatterj though he may he called a Ciipy of ShakspearcA Jus- 
tice Shallow, isjrresistihly ludicrous* The drunken squabble, .4icfc 
‘L scenes Vf andVLjin powarfdl, broad, and characteristic huinoiir, 
exwijis any thing we remember of a sifuilar descripiitm, in any 
IRlfS^ahcieni modern. On the %vlu>kq this comedy is calcii* 
lafed to afford great amusemeiii ; and, if judiciously modified, 
would be highly worthy of a revival, 
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AT A EEVIVAi. 


Tins comedy, long forgot, by some thought dead-j' 

By us prc'^erved, once more doth raise her head, 

And to your noble censures does present 
Her outward form, and inward ornament. 

Nor let this smell of arrogance, since ^tis known^r 
The makers, that confefsM it. for Jheir own, “ , 

Were this way skilful, and without tte crime ■ 

Of flatteries, 1 may say did please the tindie* \ ’ 

The work itself too, when it first came forth^ 

Jn the opinion of men of worth, 

Was well received and favour'd, though some rude 
- And harsh among the ignorant multitude, 

^ (That relish gross food better than a dish 

That's cookM with care, and served in to the vvi^h 
Of curious palates) wanting wit and strength 
Truly to judge, condemn'd it for the length;’* 

a condemned the length ; 

^ That/uuH^s r^orm^d*} • In the Stationers^ prefiice to the edltidh of 
'1647, we oave these words; ** When these comedies ami tragedies were 
presented on the stage, the mi&rs omitted some scenes and passages 
(witli the authors consent) as mmmm led ^em ; and when private 
friends desired a copy, they then (and jtts% too) transcribed what they 
acted* But now you have both ajl that was actedi and ail that was not ; 
even tim |>erfect full originals, without the least mutilation : So that, 
were the authors living, (and sure they can never die) they themselves 
w&ld dmllenge neither more nor less than what is here published*^^ 
But what a glaring contradiction to this .whole passage are the "words' of 
the prologue, cited at the head of this note I Was it not condemned for 
its length by the ignorant .multitude ? And, upon reviving of it, is It rmt 
as plain as words, can make' it, that it was mutilated then ? .What otl ^ 
sensdican we put upon this That fmlt^s r^orm^d f — WJao'tl^ 

cuitaller, orcurtailers were, knot possible now to be known; I could 
hate wished tlWt be, or they, w6o undertook the charge of reforming the 
lmigik&fi\m piece, had' had supcient-3®k and strength to have gone 
through ttofc business neatly* But it seems as If Ms or their judgment 
was as Ettle In the shortningas the rabblek was in condemning Itfdfitt 
lengtk Had we but 'the oi^liml.iMhuscfipt, I do not doubt but wO 
should sCe a strange diieron^''feetwkt that .and the play as it-now stands* 
^•‘The first uote m tbk perfiwBmncek'ia specimen, to let the reader see 
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Tliat reform'd ; bow 'tis to be cried 
Before ^ch Judges, 'twi^ not be denied 
A free and noble hearing ; nor fear I 
JBut 'twill deserve to have free liberty. 

And give you cause (and with content) to say, 

Their care was good that did revive this play, 

\vjmt.jstraHge work has been made by the reviver, or revivers, of this 
piece, aM how little he or they thought on (supposing titey knew it) that 
rule of Horace — 


Versate dlu^ i^uid ferre recusent^ 


Quid valeant kumeni*^‘ 


Si/mps&u* 


The Stationers' preface is no " glaring contradictiO'n 'lo the prologue,*^ 
but rather confirms the assertion, tli# 'idle f^th the authors' 

consent) omitted scenes and passes, as occasion Jed then% and after^ 
wards transcribed what they mied-: , But the booksellers gave all that 
was acted^ md all timt wm not" Who the curtailei^s were, therefore, 
is -easily known ; certainiy the Actors, wiih ike ahthoxis' consent. 
«-Ed. im. 

Neither Sympson nor the editors of ITf B are riglit. The actors did 
not ciirtail, or, to use the technical term, cut down, tlie comedy with tfhe 
authors' consent, the revival, for ’which the above prologue was compo- 
sed, having evidently t^en place after the demise of the'authors- Symp- 
son's accusation against the booksellers, impeaching the veracity of their 
professions in tfic preface, is by no means made out. The prologue ms 
addressed to the audience at the revival of the play, when it was cut 
down for representation, not to the reader of the folio, printed in 1647 ; ' 
and there Is no reason to doubfc.that the passages rtdected hi the action 
were restored when it wasprinted, Jt must be observed, however, that 
the metre is unusually irregular in. this play, and the number of liemis* 

" ticks far greater than in the generality of our poets' tiramas. The mo* 
dem editors have tod oUen, in arranging the verses, conn itod *idiaia upon 
their fingers | but the ear is a much belter judge df old dramatic versifi- 
cation, &r which reason I have preferr^ regulating the lines without at- 
tention to the number Qi'timt component syllables, where it was impgs* 
sible to bring out re|ular%. In Sympson's edition it is impossible to 
read those scenea which are-ptinted as prose in. the -dd folios with any 
satisfaction* The text of the last edition is far better 5 but the lines, 
contrary tp the universal practice of our poets, still end, m too m^ny in- 
wilii md^ tke, and ’Other Insignificant particles. 




- , DRAMATIS .CiESON^. 

/Antonio, the coxcomb getiikman. 
\MQxcvLrj,feUm-trai>dler'mithAntonio\. 
i Ricardo^ a young gentleman in hve with Viola. ’ 

I Uberto, \ 

I Ppdro, M/jree meny gentlemen, friends to Ricardo, 

^Valerio, a country gentleman. 

♦Curio, kinsman to Antonio. 

A Justice, a shallow me. 

*AvLdxugxo, father to Viola. 

4 Alexander, servant to Merctirf . 
i Mark, the Justice's clerk. i 
\ Rowland, servant to Andrugw. 

Tinker. 

Constable. « 

> ’Watch. I ■ 

Drawer. | 

Musicians. 1 . 


i Maria, wife to Antonio. 


wther. 







.'f' 


',//V </ 






\iSifiola, daughter to Andrugio. 

. A Country-woman, mother to Mercury. 

iDorothy, the Tinker's trull. 

SCENE — London, and the Country.® 

^ ,, The principal Actors were^ 

Nathan Field, Joseph Taylor* 

Giles Gary, Emannell Read* 

Rich. Allen, Hugh Atawell, 

Robert Benfield, . Wiih Barcksted^ 

Foi* im* 

* Engkndf France.] As the scene never changes from England 
through the whole play, and, as I remember, the word France does 
not occur above once in this piece, 1 have made no scrapie feb ex* 
pel and explode what never possibly oould have stood in the an* 
^ thors* mmmcmk'^Spmpion* ' ' 

1 ' ' ' 


* A 





London, Before the House of Antonio. 


Enter BiCAmyo and Y lot A. 

Ric. Let us make use of this stolen privacy, 

And not lose time in protestation, mistress ! 

For ’twere in me a kind of breach of faith. 

To say again I love you. 

Viola. Sweet, speak softly; 

T^v though the venture of your love to me 
Meets with a willing and a full return, 

Should it arrive unto my father’s knowledge. 

This were our last discourse. 

Ric. How shall he know it ? • 

* The title of this play sbooM not be understood in the -seme 
the word coxcomb now bears, but simply in that of fool; the term 
being derived from the cock's comb, which generally surmounted'*” 
the cjipsof domestic foolS|.,aUd wMcli was one ’of their prmci|al 
insignm* ■ . . , . 
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Fioh, His watching cafes are such, for iny ad- 
. vaAement, 

That every where his eye is fix’d upon me : 

This night, that does afford us some small freedom, 
Af the request and much entreaty of 

mistress of the house, was hardly given me : 
’ am never suffer’d to stir out, 

_^hath spies upon me : Yet, I know not. 
You have so won upon me, that could I think 
You would love faithfully, (though to entertain 
Another thought of you would be my death) 

I should adventure on his utmost anger. 

Ric. Why, do you think I can be false? 

Viola. No, faith,!.'. 

You have an honest lach ^ but, if you should 

Rie. Let all the stored vengeance of Heaven’s 


Viola. 


justice' — ■ 
No more ! 
ended. 


I do believe you. The dance 


Which this free woman’s guests have vow’d to have 
Ere they depart, I will make home, and store m* 
With all the jewels, chains, and gold are trusted 
Unto my custody ; and at the next corner 
To my father’s house, before one, at the furthest, 
Be ready to receive me ! 

Ric. 1 desire 

No bond beyond your pMuise. Let’s go in ! 

To talk thus much befo®e the door may breed 
Suspicion. 

. Rnler Meecuet and Antonio. 

Viola. Here are company too. 
i^ic. Away! 

•Those powers that prosper tnie and honest loves 
Will bless pur undertakings. 

P^ola, ’Tis my wish, sir. 

[R^emt Eicabdo and Vioxa. 


Scene I.] THE CQXCOMB. il.. ; 

, ’* ... . 
Here. Nay, sir, excuse me i I have ^rawn you to 
Too much expense already in my travel, 

And you have been too forward in your love, 

To make my wants your own ; allow me manners ! 
Which you must grant I want, should I increase 
The bond in which your courtesies have tied me, 

By still consuming of you ; Give me leav-e 
To take mine own ways now, and I shall often, 

With willingness, come to visit you, and then 
thank you. 

Jnt. By this hand, I tould be angry ! What do 
you think me.? ^ 

Must we, that have so long tfthfe bten as one, 

Seen cities, countries, kingdoms, aud their won- 
ders, 

Been bed-fellows, and in our various journey 
Mix’d all our observations, part (as if 
We were two carriers at two several ways. 

And as the fore-horse guides, cry God be with 

Without or compliment, or ceremony ? 

In travellers that know Transalpine garbs, 

Though oul: designs are n'e’er so serious, friend. 

It were a capital crime ; it must not be ; 

Nay, what is more, you shall not. You, ere long, 

Shall see my house, and find what I call mine 
Is wholly at your service. 

* Merc. ’Tis this tires me ! — 

Sir, I were easily woo’d, if nothing else 
But my will lay i’ the choice ; but ’tis not so : 

• My friends and kindred, that have part of me,- 
And such on whom my chiefest hopes depend, 

Justly expect the tender of my ioVe 

After my travel ; then mine own honesty 
Tells me ’tis poor, having indifferent means 
To keep roe in my quality and rank, ■ 
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At my return, to tire another’s bounty, 
r And let mine^ own grow lusty : Pardon me J 

Ant. I will not, cannot; to conclude, I dare 
* ■ not : 

Can any thing conferred upon my friend 
-Be burthensome to me? For this excuse. 

Had I no reason else, you should not leave me ; 
By a traveller’s faith, you should not ! I have said ! 
And then, you know my humour, there’s no con- 
tending. 

; Merc. Is there no way to ’scape this inunda- 
tion ? {Apart. 

I shall be drown’d with folly, if I go ; 

And, after nine days, men may take me up 
With my gall broken. 

Ant. Are you yet resolved ? 

Merc. ’Would you would spare me ! 

Ant. By this light, I cannot. 

By all that may be sworn by ! 

Merc. Patience help me, {Apart. 

And Heaven grant his folly be not catching ! 

If it be, the town’s undone ; I now would give 
A reasonable sum of gold to any sheriff 
That would but lay an execution on me, 

And free me from his company. While he was 
abroad. 

His want of wit and language kept him dumb ; 
But Balaam’s ass wilF speak now, without sjsur-'" 
ring. 

Ant. Speak, have I won you ? 

Merc. You’re not to be resisted. 

Enter Servant and Musicians. 

~ Serv. Be ready^ I entreat you ! The dance done, 
Besides a liberal reward, I have 
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ScEjfE IL] THE COXCOMB. IS 

A bottle of sherry in my power shall beget 
New crotchets in your heads. * . 

Musician. Tush, fear not us ! 

’iV'e’il do our parts. ' • 

Seri). Go in. 

Jnt. I know this fellow.— 

Belong you to the house ? 

Ser v. I serve the mistress. 

Ant. Pretty and short ! Pray you, sir, then in- 
forni her - 

Two gentlemen are covetous to be honour’d 
With her fair presence. ' 

Serv. She shall know so much; 

This is a merry night with us, and forbids not 
Welcome to any that looks like a man : 

I’ll guide you the way. 

Ant. Nay, follow! I have a ttick in’t. lEwemt. 

?*%■ ■ ■ ■ . ■ . . ■ ‘ 


scene II. 


An Apartment in the same. 


Enter Ubeeto, Silvio, Ricarbo, Maria, Pkbro, 
* Poetia, Viola, mitk others s Musicia?ts. 

JJberto. Come, where is this masque r* Fairest, 
for our chear, 

* Qr/ofi itilt principium advmens f imy as well foe applied to 
tfoe curtailer of this comedy as the foooby captain of whom it was 
first spoke* That a masc|iie was m,„lhe onginal, is plaia from the. 
question, JfF/ter/s 'but It had been better oever to 

have told os that, except It bad been exhibited. Again, if fhp 
• xuerc io kam masic^ some deiightful 5i^rtiiE,'whdwas to play I Mav- 
rin it seems, for she says, she wQift- plead the emetm of mni ^ 
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Oiir thaiika and service fipay you long survive • 
To Joy ill, maBy of these nights ! 

Maria* I thank you ! 

We must have music too ; or else you 

give us 

But half a welcome. 

Maria* Pray you, sir, excuse me ! 

Silvio* By no means, lady, 

Uberto. We’ll crown your liberal feast 
With some delightful strain, fitting your love 
And this good company. 

31aria. Since you enforce it, 

sMU^ but 'tis too plaip she 'Farther, we have, 

a little lower, a daace, a' aaiic^' wilh^vmusie, and yet ^lis 

r|uite clear tlie 'imrfei^ers were actually in the house.r^%«p5oi«* 
We do not believe any thing written by the authors is omitted : 
The was^ue was, we apprehend, dniy m aiitic dance. It is not 
clear tnat Maria more than prepares to play, when she is inti^r- 
rupted by the Servant announcing Mercury and Antonio. The 
dance must have been without music, or the dialogue between the 
Servant, Mercury, and Antonio, which passes during the dance, 
could not be heard. — Ed. 1776* 

Sympson is equally unfortunate in his censure of this passage 
[as in his remarks on the prologue.] A inasqm means not only a 
species of dramatic performance, but a festive entertainment,— a 
ball, at which it was usual for the company to wear masks. Tiiis 
was the masque here intended, and accordingly we find that the 
ball takes place; and we cannot suppose that it was without mu*» 
sic, as in this very scene a servant enters with musicians. But be- 
fore the ball began, Uberto wishes that would entertain 

them with some delightful strain, which she is about to de whm 
the servant announces the two gentlemen. The editors conckide 
that the dance must have been wdthout music; for that otherwise 
the dialogue between the Servant, Antonio, and Mercury, c -old 
not be heard ; but we know that music does not prevent ccuiver- 
sation between persons riot engaged in the dance . — Mmoiu 

The reader has been left to the consideration of the remarks of 
al) the comipentators. Those of Mason are in general very jmli- 
cious, and must convince, the reader of the futility of SympHurs 
’attack on the editors, of the .folio. With regard to Marians sofig, I 
should be inclined to . suppose, however, that it was actually sung 
befpre the entrance of, the. servant, ^nd, according to the usual prac* ^ 
lice of the first, folio,. omitted m that copy, 
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I will not plead the excuse of want of skill, 

Or be or nice or curious : Every year 
I celebrate my marriage-night, and will 
Tin I see my absent husband. . ‘ ’ 

’Tis fit freedom, 

Silvio. Ricardo, thou art dull. 

Enter Servant. 

Ric. I shall be lighter 
When I have had a heat. 

Maria. Now, sir, the news? 

Serv. Mistress, 

There are two gentlemen 

Marta. Where? 

Sew. Complimenting 
Who should first enter. 

•’ Maria. What are they ? 

Serv. Heaven knows ! 

But for their strangeness— -have you never seen 
i> cat wash her face ? 

Uberto, Yes. 

Serv, Just such a stir they keep; 

If you make but haste, you may see *em yet 
Before they enter. {A dance. 

Maria. Let ’em be what they will. 

We’ll give them fair entertain, apd gentle wel- 
» . come. 

Enter Antonio and Mercurt, at the door. 

‘ Ant. It shall be so. 

Merc. Then let it be your pleasure. 

Atit. Let’s stand aside, and you shall see us have 
Fine sport anon. 

Merc. A fair society ; 

. Po you. know these gentlewomen ? 
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iW^rc. What are they ? ’ 1,. 

Ant. The second is a neighbours daughter; 

■ • • her name’s Viola. 

There is my kinsman’s wife ; Portia her name, 
And a friend too. 

Mere- Let her. 

What’s she that leads the dance ? 

1 Stri). A gentlewoman. 

Merc. I see that. 

1 Sere, indeed ? 

Merc. What ? 

I&m A gentlewoman.^ ^ 

Merc. Udsfoot ! Good sir, what’s she that leads 
the dance ? 

' Merc. What else ? ^ ^ 

S 6<?m My mistress, sir. 

Merc. Your mistress? A pox on you, 

What a fry of fools are here ! I see tis ticason 
To understand in this house : If Nature were not 
Better to them than they can be to themselves, ^ 
They would scant hit their mouths. My mistress r 
Is there any one with so much wit in s head, 
That can tell me at the first sight what gentlewo- 


man 

That is that leads the dance? 

Ant. ’Tis my wife. 

Merc. Hum I 

Ant. How dost thou like her 
Well; 

A pretty gentlewoman 1 
Ant. Pr’ythee be quiet. 

Merc. I would I could ! 

Let never any hereafter that’s a mau, 

That has affections in Mm and free passions. 
Receive the least tie from such a fool as this is, 
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Sce^’eIL] the coxcomb. 

That holds so sweet a wife ! 

’Tis lamentable to consider truly 
What right he robs himself of, and what %vrohg 
He doth the youth of such a gentlewoman, 

That knows her beauty is no longer hers ' ' 
Thau men will please to make it so, and use it, 
Neither of which lies freely in a husband. 

Oh, what have 1 done, wliat have I done? Co.v- 
comb ! 

If I had never seen, or never tasted, 

The goodness of this ktx,^ I had been a made man ; 
But now to' make him cuckold* js a sin 
Against all forgiveness, worse than any, murder; 

I have a wolf by tlf ears, and am bitten both 
ways ! 

How now, friend ? what are you think- 
ing of? 

J^erc. Nothing conceraing yon : T must be gone. 
Ant. Pardon me, I will have no going, sir. 
Mere. Then, good sir, give me leave to go to 
^ bed : 

I am very weary and ill-teraper’d. 

Ant. You shall presently ; the dance is done. — 
3 Se}'v. Mistress, these are the gentlemen. 
Maria. My husband ? Welcome home, dear sir! 
Merc, She’s fair still ; 

Oh, that 1 were a knave, or durst be one, 

3 The goodness of this kiX.] Cotgrave explains c.ajion de sith^ a 
lex or eUiersticke ; also a pot-gunne, madethereotV The word is 
used more than once by old wruers, for a shaiiow dried-up fellow. 
For Instance, in ’Ihe iSIisents of Iiiforced Marriage, by Wilkins ; 

Ilford. Dost thou know me, Bmier ? 

Btiikr. For kex\ dried ieex^ that in summer has been so liberal 
to fodder other cattle, and scarce have enough to keep your ^ 

'.HVIU4 winter/^ ■ . 

* A cuckoid*2^ Silently corrected in 1750. 

VOL. IX. ’ ■ .9 



IS THE COXCOMB. [ActI. 

Tor thy sake, Coxcomb ! He that invented ho- 
nesty 
Undid me. 

Ant. I thought you had not knovvn me 
You are' merry ; ’tis well thought And how is't 
Avith 

These worthy gentlemen ? 

Uberto and Silvio. We are glad to see 
You here again. 

Ant. Oh, gentlemen, what ha you lost? 

But get you into travels ; there you may learn— 
I cannot say what hidden virtues. 

Me 7 'c. Hidden from you, I am sure. {Aside, 
My blood boils like a furnace I She’s a fair one. 
Ant. Pray entertain this gentlemen with all the 
courtesy 

Pitting my most especial friend. 

Jfcrk. ‘What._this poor house may yield, Ijo 
make you welcome, 

Dear sir, command, without more compliment. 
Met'c. I thank you ! — She is Avise, and spe^s 
well too : [Asidb'iti 

Oh, what a blessing is gone by me, never ,, 
To be recover’d ! Well, ’twas an old shame 
The devil laid up for me, and now he has hit me 
home. 

If there be any ways to be dishonest, 

And save myself yet^ — No, it must not be 1 ^ , 

Why should I be a fool too ? — Yet those cye*s 
Would tempt another Adam ! How they call to me, 
And tell me — ’Sfoot, they shall not tell me any 
thing ! 

Sir, will you walk in ? 

Ant. How is’t, signior? 

. Merc. Crawly a little. 

Maria. What ail you, sir? Wliat’s in my poAA'er, 
pray 
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Make use of, sir. .. 

Merc. Tis that must do lue good !• {Aside. 
She does- not mock me, sure ! — An’t please you, 
nothing; ^ 

disease is only weariness. ' • 

LJberto. Come, gentlemen ! 

We will not keep you from your beds too long. 

Ric. 1 Isa’ some business, and ’tis late, and you 
Far from vour lodging. 

Hilvio Well. 

'{ E.cmnt all but Antonio, Maria, and Mercury. 

Ant. Come, my dear Mercury ! 

I’ll bring you to your chamber; and then I am 
ior you, Maria : Thou art a new wife to me now, 
And thou shalt find it ere I sleep. 

Merc. And 1 \_Aside^ 

An old ass to myself! mine own rod whips me! — 
Gpod sir, no more of this ; ’tis tedious ! 

You are the best guide in your own house ; go, sir. 

[Ea’ezm? Antonio Maria. 
Tlijs fool and his fair wife have made me frantic; 
From two such phvsics for the soul, deliver me ! 

lExU. 


A Street. 


Enter Ricardo, Uberto, Pedro, and Siivio. 

Uherto. Well, you must have this wench, then 
Ric. I hope so ; 
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I am much o’ tlie bow-hand else.* 

Fedro. ”V^h}uld I were hang’d, 

’Tis a good loving little fool, that dares Venture 
Herselt;upon a coast she never knew yet . ' 

But women ! when they are once thirteen, 

^'i1feFo!^’Faith,^they will venture further for their 
.•Tadiiig 

fhan a merchant, , ^ ’ii 

And through as many storms, but they 11 he 

fraughted ; , r 

They are made like carracks,* only strength anti 

stowage. . 

jRic. Come, come, you talk, you talk ! 

Sihio. We do so. But, 

Tell me. Ricardo, wo’t thou marry her? 

Rlc. Marry her? why, what should I do with 

Pedro. Pox, 1 thought we should have had all 
shares in her, 

Like lawful prize. * 

Jtic. No, by my faith, sir; you shall pardon me : 
I launch’d her at my own charge, without partners, 
And so I’ll keep her. 

Uberto. What’s the hour ? 

Jtic. Tw^elve. , s-r- ^ 

What shall we do the while.- lis yet 

scarce eleven. _ . 

Silvio. There is no standing here ; is not this 
the place ? 

. i?ic. Yes. 


1 lam much o’ th’ bow-hand.] That is, on the left hand, in 
which the bow was held. - This confirms a note ou a passage 
-where the same expression is used, vol. VII. p. 25. 

f Carrach.'l These were slow-sailing heavy ships, in which the 
bullion was brought from America to Spain. See vol. V. p. 
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Pedro. And to go back 
Unto her father’s house may breed'Stispicion : 
Let’s slip into a tavern for an hour ; 

’Tis very cold. ^ 

Ubertn. Content ; there’s one hard by. 

A quart of burnt sack^ will recover us : 

I am as cold as Christmas. This stealing flesh 
I’ th' frosty weather may be sweet i’ tlf'eating. 
But sure the woodmen have no great catch ou’t. 
Sballs go? 

Ric. Thou art the strangest lover of a tavern ! 
What shall we du there now ? Lose the hour and 
ourselves too r 

Uherto. Lose a pudding! ! •: 

Wiiat dost thou talk o’ th’ hour ? will one quart 
muzzle us? 

Have we not ears to hear, and tongues to ask 
The drawers, but we must stand here like bawds 
To watch the minutes ? 

Silvio. Pr’ythee content thyself! 

We shall scout here, as though we went a-haying, 
And have some mangy ’prentice, that cannot sleep 
For scratching, overhear us. Come, will you go, 
sirs ? 

When your love-fury is a little frozen, 

You 11 come to us. 

JUc. Will you clriiikbut one quart then? 

F^iiro. No more, i’faitb. 

Silmo, Content! 




2 sack.] We should now mulled sack. It seemS' to 
hav6 been a favourite beverage among the topers of those da^'S/ 
Ben Joiison, having sent to Doctor Corbet, who was sitting hi an- 
other room ui the :;>ame tavern, a quart of raw wine, with the ex- 
pression-^^*' 1 sacrifice my service to him/* the doctor returned the 
following answer—^'* Friend, I thank him for his love ; hut, 
thee, ted him from me, that he is mistaken, for sacrifices are al- 
wajs burnt 2^*^Crikkmfs Life af Bishop Corki^ y 
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Rtc. Why then, have with you ! 

But let’s be Very watchful. ^ 

Uberto. As watchful as the bellman. Come ; 
_ 'v|’il lead, 

Because 1 hate good manners ; they are too te- 
dious. ^Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Another Street. 


Enter Viola / rom a house, with a key and a lUtli 
casket. ■ 

Viola. The night is terrible, and I enclosed 
With that my virtue and myself hate most, 
Darkness ; yet must I fear, that which I wish, 
Some company ; and every step I take 
Sounds louder in my fearful ears to-night. 

Than ever did the shrill and sacred bell 

That rang me to ray prayers. The house will rise 

When I unlock the door 1 Were it by day, 

I am bold enough, but then a thousand eyes 
Wwn me from going. Might not God have made 
A. time for envious prying folk to sleep, 

"Whilst lovers met, and yet the sun have shone r 
Yet I was bold enough to steal this key 
Gilt of my father’s chamber; and dare yet 
Venture upon mine enemy, the night, 

Arm’d only with my love^ to meet my friend. 
Alas, how valiant; and how frayed at once 
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Love makes a virgin ! I will throw this key 
Back through a window : I have weklth enough 
In jewels with me, if J hold his love 
I steal ’em for. Farewell, my place of birth. ! 

I never make account to look on thee again*; • 
And if there be, as I have heard men. say, 

These household gods, I do beseech them look 
To this my charge; bless it from tliieve's and fire, 
And keep, till happily my love I win, 

Me from thy door, and hold my father in ! [Eaii. 


SCENE V. 


A Room hi a Tavern. 


lEnter Ricardo, Pedro, Ubekto, Silvio, and 
Djxmer with a candle. 

Ric. No more, for God sakel How is the night, 
boy ? 

Drawer. ’Faith, sir, ’tis very late. 

Uberto. ’Faith, sir, you lie ! is this your Jack i’ 
* ' th’ clock-house 

^ 1$ tids Jack i* th" clock- liouse ? 

Ulil ^ou$tnkey sir ?] Iii Sliakspeare's King Richard III. the 
Kiiiil’sajs to Buckingham j ■ 

like a Jack^ thou keep’stthe stroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation/* 

On which passage are the following notes : 

An image* like those at St Dunstan's church in Fleet-street* 
and at the markct-hoiises in several towns in this kingdom* was 
usually called B>^Juckoftk dock-hrm, '■ See Cowley^'s Discourse 
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Will you strike, sir? GiVs some more sack, 3 'ou 
varR?t. 

Jiic. Nay, if you love me, good Ubertd, go !_ 

I am monstrous hot with wine. 

■IJiferlo: Quench it again with love! 
Gentlemen,.! will drink one health more, and then, 
If my leg's say me not shamefully nay, 

1 vvill g-d^with you. Give me a singular quart ! 
Drat()cr. Of what wine, sir? 

Uberto. Of sack, you that speak confusion at 
the bar ! 

Of sack I say ; and every one his quart. 

What a devil, let's be merry 1 

Drazie7\ You shall, sir. [EuiL 

Pedro. We will, sir; and a dried tongue.® 
Silvio. And an olive, boy, and a whole bunch of 
fiddlers ! — 

My head swims piaguily ; ’uds precious, I shall 
be claw’d. 

Enter Drawer mth four quarls of zcine, ^ 

Ric. Pray go ! I can drink no more ; think on 
your promise ; 

’Tis midnight, gentlemen. 

Uberio.^Ohy that it were dumb midnight now ! 
Not a word more, every man on’s knees, 

on tlie Government of Oliver Cromwell. Richard resembles 
Buckingham to one of those automatons, and bids him not suspend 
the stroke on the clock-bell,^ but strike, that the hour be 
^ past, and himself be at liberty to pursue his meditations, 

MmUns. 

So in the Fleire, a comedy, l6l0 : — Their tongues arCj Itke/i 
Jack W clocks still in labour/ — Ed. 177 S. 

^ ^ 'A^ dried, ioRgueJ} This seems to have been a favourite slimiilin.. 
to drink, and is mentioned more tha-n once in these 
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And betake bimself to bis saint: IJ^re’s to your 
- wench, signior !* • 

AH this, and then away. 

Ric. I cannot drink it. 

Pedro. ’Tis a toy, a toy ; away wi’t ! ’ 

Z^berto. Now dare I \ 

Speak any thing to any body living ! ‘ . 

Come, where’s the fault ? Oif with it. ' 

Ric. I have broke 

My wind. Call you this sack? I wonder who 
made it ; 

He was a sure workman, for ’tis plaguy strong 
work. ‘ 

Is it gone round ? 

Uberto, ’Tis at the last. Out of my way, good 
boy I 

Is the moon up yet ? 

“*Drazver. Yes, sir. 

Uberto. Where is she, boy ? 

Drmm'. There, sir. 

Tyberto. We shall have rain and thunder, boy. 
Drawer. When, sir? 

Uberto. I cannot tell ; but sure we shall, boy. 
Drawer. The gentleman is wine-wise. 

Uberto. Drawer! 


• * '—r — cTcry man Inees^ 

And betake himselj' to his sciint : Here's to your wericiu sig-- 
The extravaq,ance of topeis in carousing to the lieaiih of 
their mistresses and friends, is often ailuded to in old plays. One 
instatice apposite to the text occurs in Dekkar and \Vebstci*"s 
Westward lioe, — Bly master and Sir Goslin are guzzling ; they 
art‘ dabbhng together fatliom deep. The knight has drank so 
iiiucli hcidtbs to the gentiemcn yonder^ mi kis knees, that be hath 


almost lost the u-e of his legs.* 


Again. 


m Manniou’s Antiquary;, 


Drank toymir health, whole nights in Ilippocr 
Upon, my knee, with more religion 
Than eVr ! raid my prayers, Heaven forgive me ! 


ras* 
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Drawer. IJfi'C, sir. 

Uberto. Can you procure ? 

Drawer. What, sir? 

Uberto. A whore, or two, or three, as need 
' shall serve, boy ? 

,SiMo. At, a good whore were worth inonc}', 

,boy- 

Drawer. I protest, sir, we are altogether un- 
provided. 

Ric. The more’s the pity, boy ; can you not 
Vise us where, iny child ? 

Drawer. Neither, in troth, sir.* 

Pedro. Why, where were you brought up, boy i 
No inkling^ of a whore? no aim, my boy ? 

Uberto. It cannot sink in my head now that 
thou shouldst marry ; 

Why shouldst thou marry, tell me ? 

Rk. I marry r I’ll be bang’d first, 

Some more wine, boy ! 

Silvio. Is she not a whore translated i* 

An she be, let’s repair to her ! 

Rk. I cannot tell ; she may be an ofi'emler : 
But, Siguior Silvio, I shall scratch your head ; 
Indeed I shall. 

Silvio. Judge me, I do 

But jest with thee : What an she were inverted, 
With her heels upward like a traitor’s coat, 

What care I ? ' ' 

Uberto. Ay, hang her ! shall we fall out for Iier ? 
JRic, I am a little angry. But these wenches ! 
I>id you not talk of wenches ? 

Silvio. Boy, lend me your candle ! 

Drawer. Why, SIT? 

* Drawer. Mdtker m iroii^ sin} This iitsle speech is only In the 
first folio — -Ed. 1778. 

3 Juggling,] Corrected' ia 167&. ^ 
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Silvio. To set fire to your rotten ceiling : 

You’ll ke^:p no whores, rogue, no good memliers ! 
Drawer. Whores, sir ? 

Silvio. Ay, whores, sir ; do you think we come 
to lie ^ 

With your hogsheads ? \ 

Rk. I must beat the watch ; « . 

I have long’d for it any time this three vO’eglvS. 
Silvio, We’li beat the town too, an thou wilt; 
- we are proof boy ! 

Shall we kill any body ? 

Ric. No; but well hurt ’em dangerously. 
Uberto. Silvio, now must I kill one ; I cannot 
avoid it. — 

Boy, easily afore there with your candle ! 

Where’s your mistress ? 

Drawer, A-bed, sir. 

Silvio. With whom ? 

Drawer. With my master. 

Uberto. You lie, boy ! she’s better brought up 
than to lie 

With her husband ; has he not cast his head yet ? 
N.ext year he will be a velvet-headed cuckokl.'^ 
Drmeer. You are a merry gentleman. There, 
sir; take hold ! \_E.veimt. 

** A velvet-licaded cuckol(L~l I suppose this lias a twofold allu- 
siodi ; tQ the down upon the horns of deer, and to the velvet caps 

formerly, worn hy alderiaeii md other magistrates. 
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SCENE VI. 


A Stfeet. 


Enter' VxorA, 

Viola. This is the place! I have out-told the 
clock 

For haste; he is ttot here. Ricardo!— No ! 

Now, every power that loves and is beloved, 

Keep me from shame to-night ! for all you know 
Each thought of mine is innocent and pure, 

As flesh and blood can hold. I cannot back ; 

I threw the key within, and, ere I raise 
My father up to see his daughter’s shame. 
ril set me down, and tell the Northern wind 
That it is gentler than the curling West, 

If it will blow me dead ! But he will come. — 
r faith, ’tis cold. — If he deceive me thus, 

A woman will not easily trust a man. 

Hark ! what's that ? 

Silvio. \JVUMn.'] Thourt over long at thy pot. 
Tom, Tom: 

Jlioiirt over long at the pot. Torn. [Singing, 

Fiofo. Bless me ! Who’s that? 

Pedro. [fP'lthin.J W’hoo 1 
- Uberto. [Within.] There, boys! 

Viola. Darkness, be thou my cover! I niustlly; 
To thee I haste for help. — They have a light : * , 
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Enter Rigakdo, Pedro, Uberto,* Silvio, and 
Drawer with a torch. 


Wind, if tliou lovest a virgin, blow it out ! ^ • 

And I will never shut a window inore_, 

To keep thee from me. 

Ric. Boy! ” 

Drawer. Sir? 

Rk. Why, boy ! 

Drawer, What say you, sir ? 

Ric. W*hy, boy, art thou drunk, boy ? 

Drawer. Wliat would you, sir ? 

Ric. Why, very good; where are we? 

Uberto. Ay, that’s the point. 

Drawer. Why, sir, you will be at your lodging 
presently, 

*Ric. ril g'o to no lodging, boy. 

Diawer. Whither will you go then, sir? 

Ric. I’ll go no farther. 

•mver. For God’s sake, sir, do not stay here 
all night. 

Ric. No more I will not : 

Boy, lay me down, and roll me to a whore, 
Uberto. And me. 

Fedro. There spoke an- — — 

Silvio. [itHnghig.} Then set your foot to myfoofi 
* * and up tails all ! 

Viola. That is Ricardo: 'VYhat a noise they make ! 
It is ill done of ’em. — Here, sirs! Ricardo ! 

Ric. What's that, boy ? 

Drawer. ’Tis a wench, sir : Pray, gentlemen, 
come away! 

Viola. Oh, my dear love 1 how dost thou? 

Ric. ’Faith, sweetheait, 

. Even as thou seest. 


so 
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Pedro. Where’s thy wench ? 

Vberlo. Where’s this bed-worm ? 

Viola Speak softly, for the love of Heaven ! 
Drawer. Mistress, get you gone, and do not 
• r ■ entice the gentlemen, 

Now you see they’re drunk, or I’ll call the watcli, 
And lay you fast enough. 

Viola. Alas, what are you r 
Or what do you mean ?— Sweet love, where’s the 
place? 

Ric. Marry, sweet love, e’en here : Lie down ; 

ril feese you. [&i£GS her. 

Viola. Good God! What mean you? 

Pedro. I will have the wench. 

JJberto. If you can get her. 

Sdpio. No, ni lie with 

The wench to-night, and she shall be yours to- 
morrow. * ? 

Pedro. Let go the wench ! 

Silvio. Let you go the wench ! 

Viola. Oh, gentlemen, as you had mothers;^^! — 
Uberto. They had no mothers ; they are tiie sons 
of bitches. 

Ric. Let that be maintain’d ! 

Silvio. Marry then 

Viola. Oh, bless me, Heaven ! 

Uberto. How many is there on’s ? 

Ric. About five. , , 

Uberto. Why then, let’s fight three to three. 
Silvio. Content. and fall doxai. 

^ Drawer, The watch ! the watch ! the watch ! 
Where are you ? [£avV, 

Ric. Where are these cowards ? 

Pedro. There’s the whore. 

, Viola. I never saw a drunken man before ; 

But these I think are so. 
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Pedro. I miss’d you narrowly there. 

Viola. iMy state is such, I know not how to 
think 

A pra3'er fit for me ; only' I could move, 

That never maiden more might be in love ! 

Enter Draxver, Constable, and JVatch. 

■ ^ ■ 

JVatch. Where are they, boy ? 

Drawer. Make no such haste, sir ; they are no 
runners. 

Uberto. I am hurt, but that’s all one ; 

I shall light upon some of ye. Pedro," ^ 

Thou art a tall gentleman ; let me kiss thee f 
Watch. My friend — — 

Uberto. Your friend ? you lie ! 

Pic. Stand further off ! 

• Th^ watch ? you are full of fleas. 

Const. Gentlemen, 

Either be quiet, or we must make ye quiet. 

Pic. N ay, good Master Constable, be not so 
rigorous ! 

Uberto. Master Constable, lend me thy hand of 
justice ! 

Const. That I will, sir- 

• Uberto. Fy, Master Constable ! what golls^ you 
have ! Is Justice 

.• Sq blind you cannot see to wash your hands ? 

s Oo&.] Golls was a cant expression for hands. — Mason. 

So in Philiwter : 

Do the lords bow, and the regarded scarlets 
Kiss their gummed golis^ and cry, -we^ are your servants 

ilnd, in the Woman Hater : '■ 

“ Thy hands, are they waslTd ? . : ■ ' 

Ladi/, Mas, how cold thoy are, poor why dost thou not 
thcc a muff * 
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I cry you mercy, sir ; your gloves are on. 

Drcncer New you are up, sir, will you go to 
hea? _ ■ " 

JPedr'o. Til truckle here, boy; give me another 
• I -pillow. 

Drawer. Will you stand up, and let me lay it 
oh then? 

Pedzo.~^es. 

Draiver. There; hold him, two of ye. Now 
they are up, 

Be going, Master Constable. 

Ric. And this way, and that way, To7n. [Singing. 
XJberto, And here away, and there away, Tom. 
Silvio. I'hh is the right way, the other's t he wr'ong. 
Pedro. Th' other's the wrong, 

Omnes. Thou'rt o'cer long at the pot, Tom, Tom. 

Tic. Lead valiantly, srveet constable ! wboo'p ! . 
ha,’ boys! 

Const. This wine hunts in their heads. 

Rk. Give me the bill, for I will be the 
Co72st. Look to him, sirs ! 

Ric. Keep your ranks, you rascals, keep your 
ranks ! [Emmi. 
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ACT n. SCENE I. 


A Hall in Antonio’s Houses mth a Gallery. 


Enter Mbrcury. 

Merc. I cannot sleep for thinking t)f this ass’s 
wife ! 

I’ll be gone presently ; there’s no staying here, 
With this devil about me. — Ho ! This is the house 
of sleep. 

! again there !— ’Sfoot, the darkness, and this 
love together 

Will make me lunatic. Ho 1 

a Servmgman above, unready."^ 

Serv. Who calls there ? 

Merc. Pray take the pains to rise and light a 
candle. ,, 

Serv. Presently. , ' • '■vSE'- '■ 

-> Merc. Was ever man but I in such a stocks ? • 
Well, this shall be a warning to me, and 
A fair one too, how I betray myself 
To such a dunce, by way of benefit. 

Enter Servmgman. 

Did you call? - 

, ^ Unready,'} Unready means •andressed.— Mizsoa. 

VOL. IX. C 
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Jierc. Yes: Pray do me tlie kindness, sir, to 
. let me out, 

And not inquire why, for I must needs lie gone. 
Sei'v. Not to-night, I hope, sir. 
ere. Good sir, to-night; 

I would not have troubled you else ; pray let it 
be so ! 

Serir. Alas, sir, my master will be oflended. 
Merc. That 1 have business ? no, I warrant you. 
Serv. Good sir, take your rest. 

Merc. Pray, my good friend, 

Let me appoint my own rest. 

Serv. Yes, sir. 

Merc. Then shew me the way out ; I’ll consi- 
der you. 

Serxi. Good Lord, sir — — 

Merc. If I had not 

An excellent- temper’d patience, now should^ 1 
break 

This fellow’s head, and make him understand 
Twere necessary ; the only plague 
Of this house is th’ unhandsome love of servants. 
That never do their duty in the right place, 

But when they muster before dinner, 

And sweep tiie table witJi a wooden dagger,* 

And then they are troublesome too, to all men's 
slioulders. — 

The woodcock’s flesh’d again f now I shalHiaTC 
A new stir. ■ • 

- ® And sri'ecp the tahle &ifk a wooden dagger.] The editors of 
1750 and 1778 despair of explaining this allusion, which is By no 
jiieans an uncommon one, referring to the ancient custom of scra- 
ping away the (raginents with a wooden dagger, or piece of lath, 
after meals. 

» The woodcock’s «§«!».] Mercury gives this denomi- 
nation to Apt.onio, because the woodcock was believed, among the 
vulgar, to have no brains; . . . 
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Enter Aktonio. 

# 

Aiit.' Why, how now, friend ? what do you up 
so late ? 

Are you well ? do you want any thing ? PrayEpeak. 
Merc. Only the cause I rise for. . 

Ant. What knaves are these 1 
What do you want ? — Why, sirrah 1 
Merc. Nothing i’ th’ world, 

But the keys to let me out of doors ; I must be 
gone : 

Be not against it, for you cannot stay me. 

Ant. Be gone at this time ? that were a merry 
jest. 

Merc. If there be any mirth in’t, make you use 
on’t. 

But I must go. 

' Ant. Why, for love’s sake ? 

Merc. ’Twill benefit 

Your understanding nothing to know the cause. 
Eca;^o to bed ; Fll trouble your man only. 

Ant. Nay, sir, you have raised more that has 
reason 

To curse you, an you knew all : my wife’s up. 
And coming down too. 

Merc. Alas, it will be 
A trouble ; Pray go up to her, and let me 
.Disturb no more ; it is unmannerly. 

Enter Maria, as out of bed. 

' Ant. She’s here already. — ■ 

Sweetheart, how say you by this gentleman r 
He would away at midnight. 

Maria. That 1 am sure he will not. 

Merc. Indeed I must. 

Maria. Good sir, 
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Jjti not your liomely entertainment press you 
To leave youfbed at midnight ! If you want 
What my house, or our town, may afford you. 
Make it your own fault if you call not for it. 

Pray go to bed again ! let me compel.you : 

I am sure y.ou have no power to deny a woman. 
The air is piercing ; 

And, to a body beaten with long travel, 

’Twill prove an ill physician. 

Merc. If she speak longer I shall be a knave, 

[Aside. 

As rank as e’er sweat for it.— Sir, if you will send 
Your wife up presently. 111 either stay 
With you (d’ye mark mjer) or deliver you 
So just a cause, that you yourself shall thrust 
Me out of doors, both suddenly and willingly. 
Anti I would fain hear that, ’faith ! — Pray thee 
go up, sweetheart 1 

I have half persuaded hiih ; besides, he hath 
Some private business with me. 

Maria. Good night, sir ! 

And what content you would have, I wIstTwith 
you. \E.rit. 

Merc. Could any man that had a back ask more ? 
Oh, me! oh, me! ,, ; 

Ant. Now deal directly withiHj®; 

Why should you go r 

Me7'c. If you be wise, do t^ot inquire the cause ; 
’Twill trouble you. 

Ant. Why ? pr’ythee why ? 

. Merc. ’Faith, 

I would not have you know it ; let me go ! ' 
’Twill be far bettfcr for you. [XwocAwg. 

Afit. Who is that, 

That knocks there ? is’t not at the street-door ? 
S'erv, Yes,, sir. 
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Jnt. Who’s there ? cannot you speak ? 

Vioia [fVk/nn.'] A poor 
Distressed maid ; for God’s sake, let me in ! 
Merc. Let her in, and me out together; ’tis 
but one labour : 

’Tis pity she should stand i’ th’ street. It seems 
She knows you 

Ant. There she shall stand, for me : You are ig- 
norant ; 

This is a common custom of the rogues 
That lie about the loose parts of the city. 

Merc. As how ? 

Ant. To knock at doors in dead time of night. 
And use some feigned voice to raise compassion ; 
And when the doors are open, in they rush, 

And cut the throats of all, and take the booty : 
We cannot be too careful. 

' Vioia. [fVithin.'] As ever you had pity, let me in ! 
I am undone else. 

Ant. Who are you? 

My name is Viola, a gentlewoman 
That ill chance hath distress’d; you know my fa* 
ther. 

Merc. Alas of God ! we’ll let her in ; ’tis one 
Of the gentlewomen were here in the evening; 

I know her by her name : Poor soul ! she’s cold, 

I warrant her ; let her have my warm bed, 

’• And' 1 will take her fortune : Come, pray come ! 
Ant. It is not Viola, that’s certain ; 

She went home to her father’s, I am sure. 

Viola. Will not you be so good to let me in ? • 
'Ant. I’ll be so good to have you whipt away, 
If you stay a little longer — She is gone, 

I warrant her. Now let me know your cause. 
For I will hear it, and not repent the knowing." 
Merc. Since you are so importunate, I’ll tell 
you; 
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I love your wife extremely. 

Jnt.. Yery well. 

Merc. And so well that I dare not stay. 

Jnt. Why? 

Merc. For wronging you ;* I know I am flesh 
and blood, 

And you have done me friendships infinite, and 
often, 

That must require me honest, and a true man ; 
And I will be so, or 111 break my heart. 

Jnt. Why, you may stay for all this, methinks. 
Merc. No ; though I would be good, I am no 
saint, 

Nor is it safe to try me : I deal plainly. 

Jnt. Come, I dare try you ; do the best you can. 
JTcrc. You shall not : 

When I am right again, I’ll come and see. you j 
Till when, I’ll use all countries, and all means, 
But I will lose this folly ; 'tis a devil ! 

Jnt.^ is there no w'ay to stay you ? 

Merc. No; unless 01 ^^ 

You will have me such a villain to you, as all men. 
Shall spit at me. 

Jnt. Does she know you love Iter ? 

Merc. No ; I hope not : That were recompence 
Fit for a rogue to render her. 

Jnt. If ever any had a faithfuhfriend, [Js/de. 
I am that man, and I may glory in it ! 

This is he, that ipse, he, that passes " 

All Christendom for goodness. 

He shall not overgo me in his friendship ; 

’Twere recreant and base, andTil be bang’d first*; 
I am resolved. — Go thy ways; a wife 

• ' ■ '■ ■ , , , 

* Fot wronging TlvatiSj, least 1' sHoulci wrong 
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Shall ne%'er part us : I*have considered, 

And I find her nothing to such a friend as thou art. 
I’il speak a bold word : take your time and woo 
her, 

(You have overcome me clearly) 

And do what’s fitting with her — ^you conceive me. 
I am glad at heart you love her, by this light! 
Ne’er stare upon me, for I will not fly from’t! 

If you had spoken sooner, sure you had been ser- 
> ved : 

Sir, you’re not every man. Now to your task ! 

I give you free leave j and the sin is mine, 

If there be any in it. ■""■■ ■■ ^ 

Merc. He will be bang’d ' \Aside. 

Before he makes this good : He cannot be 
So innocent a Coxcomb ; he can tell ten, sure !* — 
If I had never known you, as I have done, 
I’might be one, as others, perhaps sooner ; 

But now it is impossible, there’s too much good 
Between us. 

Well, thou art e’en the best man^ 

I can say no more, I aro so overjoy’d ! 

You must stay this night, and in the morning go 
As early as you please ; I have a toy for you. 
Merc. I thought this pill would make you sick. 
Ant. But where you mean to be I must have 
notice, ■ -■■■*4.;,,..- 

'* Andit must be hard by, too : Do 3mu,mark me? 
Mere. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Ant. There is a thing in hand. 

Merc. Why, what thing? 


Jit cannot he 

So innocent a coxcomb ; he can tell ten, sure 1] The usual 
trial of idiocy was by requiring, the person to count his fingers. 
Another allusion to the practice occurs in The Two Noble Kins* 
men. Innocent ^ in the. last line, means silly, crazy ; and an idiot 
♦ was’ usually termed an ' 
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Ant. A sound one, if it take rigkt, and you be 
not ’ , • V ^ 

Peevish. We two will be (you would little think it) 

As famous for our friendship 

M.erc. How? 

Ant. If God^ please, 

As ever Damon was, and Pythias ; 

Or Pylades, and Orestes ; or any two 
That ever were : Do you conceive me yet ? 

Merc, No, by my troth, sir! — He will not help 
me up, sure ? \_Aside. 

Ant. You shall anon; and, for our names, I 
think 

They shall live after ns, and be remember’d 
While there is a storjj or I lose my aim. 

Merc. What a vengeance ails he r How do you ? 
Ant. Yes, ’faith. 

We two will be such friends as the world shall 
ring of. 

Merc. And why is all this ? 

Ant. You shall enjoy my wife. 

Jfem Away, away ! 

Ant. The wonder must begin. 

So I have cast it, (’twill be scurvy else) 

You shall not stir a foot in’t : Pray be quiet 
Till I have made it perfect. 

Merc. What shall a man do with this wretched 
fellow? , ’ [Asidet 

There is no mercy to be used towards him ; 

He is not capable of any pity ; 

He will, in spite of course, be a cuckold ; 

-And who can help it ? — Must it begin so, needs, 
sir? 

Think again. 

* Goi.] In this, and several other places, the second folio and 
the modern editions choose w read— 
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Jnt. YeSj marry must it ; 

And I myself will woo this womair for you ; 

Do you perceive it now ? ha ? 

3Ierc. Yes ; now I have a little sight f th’ mat- 
ter, — ■ . 

Oh, that thy head should be so monstrop.SiJ[JlszSe. 
That all thy servants’ hats may hap^iipon’t ! — 
But, do you mean to do this ? ' 

Jnt. Yes, certain ; 1 will woo her, and for you. 
Strive not against it ; ’tis the overthrow 
Of the best plot that ever was then, 

Mtrc. Nay, ■ , :■■■, , , 

I will assure you, sir, I’ll do no harni ;-rr 
You have too much about you of your own. 

{Aside, 

Ant. Have you thought of a place yet? 

Merc. A place ? 

"^Ant. Ay, a place where you will bide : 
Pr’ythee, no more of this modesty j ’tis foolish ! 
An were not determined to be 
Abs-'^dJt^ friends indeed, ’tw'ere tolerable. 

J/eroNl^ave thought, and you shall hear from 
rnbsv 

Ant. Why, this will gain me everlasting glory I 
I have the better of him, that’s my comfort ! 
Good night ! {Exit. 

Merc. Good night ! — 

Well j. go thy ways ! thou are the tidiest wittoP 
This day I think above ground ; 

And yet thy end, for all this, must be motley. 


^ Thou art the tidiest wittoL] A wittol means one who is con- 
scious of being a cuckold. Tidy is not used in a very definite 
sense in old writings^ meaning sometimes timely ; at others, neat^ 
and frequently In the text it seems to be used ironically with 
the second of these meanings. Motley^ at the end of this speech, 
is well known to mean party- colon red, and alludes to the usual 
dress of fools* 
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SCENE II. 


A Field on the Quiskiris of the Citj/, 


Filter TinJcer^ and Dorotiiv. 

Tinker. Tis bitter cold. A plague upon these 
rogues. 

How wary they are grown ! not a door open now', 
But double-barred ; not a window, 

But up with a case of wood, like a spice-box ; ^ 
And their locks unpickable ! the very smiths 
Thatwere halfventurers.'drink peni tent single ale : 
This is the iron age the ballad sings of. 

Well, I shall meet with some of your loosfHffiiien 
yet; 

Good fellows must not starve ; here’s he shall shew 
You God Ahnighty’s dog-bolts,*^ if this hold. 

Dor. ’Faith, thou art but too merciful, that’s 
thy fault; 

Thou art as sweet a thief, that sin excepted, 

^ Enter Tinker^ *witk u cord,'] So the folios* The use of the 
cord, m binding Yiola afterwards, iii obvious, and probabH the 
words were a stage direction for the actor who personated the 
, tinker, to provide himself with a cord previous to his appearance 
on the stage* 

^ Dog-boIts.'J A term of derision, which occurs again in The 
Honest Man^s Fortune : 

Oil yQ iog*>holt$p 

That fear no hell but Dunkirk^ I shall see you 
Serve in a"' 
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As ever suffer’d ; that is a proud word, 

And Fil maintain it. * 

Tinker. Come, pr’ythee let’s shog off,’ _ 

And bowze an hour or two f there’s ale will make 
A cat speak at the Harrow : We shall get nothing 
now, ■ 

Without we batter ; ’tis grown too near morning; 
The rogues sleep sober and are watchful.' 

Dor. W e want a boy extremely for this function, 
Kept under for a year, with milk and knot-grass. 
In my time I have seen a boy do wonders ; 

Robin the red tinker bad a boy, 

(’Rest his soul, he suffer’d this time four years 
For two spoons, and a pewter candlestick) 

That sweet man had a boy, as I am cursten’d* 
w'bore. 

Would have run through a cat-hole; he would have 
• boulted 

Such a piece of linen in an evening — 

^ Shog of.l This cant word is used by Nym, in Sliakspeare's 

Henry act IL scene I. ; — 

Wiil you shog I would have you solus/^ 

Again^ in Marston^s What You Will, act V, scene 1, : — 

why then, capricious mirth, 

Skip like moriscoes in our frolic blood, 

FlaggM veins, sweet, plump with fresh’^-infused joys, 
Laughter, pucker our cheeks, make shoulders shog 
' « With chucking lighlnes?,'* &c. 

Again, in Jack Dromes Entertainment : — 

List to the music that corrupts the gods," 

Subverts even destiny, and thus it shogs,^* Reed.., 

■V.=' :■* . , 

^ Browsie an hour or two,2 Yhe text is from Mr Theobald's 
margin. I conjectured we should read rouse^ i* e. carouse ; blit it 
is a matter of no great moment. — Sampson* 

Theobald’s reading is certainly the true one, being a common 
cant word for drinking* 

As I am a cursten'd udwre*} Cursterdi is a vulgar corruption 
chrkUmd^ and’ occurs again in this play* ^ 
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Tinker. Weii, we will have a boy. Pr’y thee let’s 


go ! ■ 

I am vengeance cold, I tell thee. 

.Dor filbehatig’d 

Before I'stir without some purchase ! By these ten 
bones/ 

I will turn she-ape, and untile a house. 

But I will have it ! It may be I have 
A humour to be bang’d, I cannot tell. 

Tinker. Peace, you flea’d whore! thou hast a 
mouth like a blood-bound. — 


Enter Y iola. 

Here comes a night-shade.* 

Dor. A gentlewoman-whore ; 

By this darkness, I’ll case her to the skin. 

Tinker. Peace, I say ! * 

Viola. What fear have I endured this dismal 
night ! 

And what disgrace, if I were seen and known ! 
In which this darkness only is my friend, 

That only has undone me. A thousand curses 
Light on my easy, foolish, cliildisli love, 

That durst so lightly lay a confidenM^ , /*■ 

Upon a man, so many being false ! 

My weariness, and weeping, makes S#leepy ; 

I must lie down. 


* rii he hanged / 

^ >1., Before I stir witiiout some purchfee! Bjf ihse ten boiies*] 
Furckmc ^ mm ^ mmmim tm'm- (or stolen goods. "■ In Bett Joasoi/s 
Bartholuffiew Fair, Edgeworth ti:^cat-parseba)-s to the fcapsteri— 
All the purses and pur dime I give'i^ou to*day, bring hither to 
l]rbda*s presently* Here we wilt meet at nighi in her lodge am! 
share/* The adjuration by toa, it e. finger&i bus oc- 

curred before/ vol. V* p. 290. 

* Mere comm a night-shade.] A eaat word for a prostitute. 


Scej^eIL] the coxcomb. 
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Tmker, What’s this ? a prajxr, or 
A homily, or a ballad of good counsel ? 

She has a gown, I am sure. 

Dor. Knock out her brains ! 

And then she’ll never bite. 

Tinker. Yes, I will knock her, 

But not yet. — You ! woman I 

Viola. For God’s sake, what are you ? ' 

Tinker. One of the grooms of your wardrobe. 
Come, uncase, 

Uncase ! — ByV lady, a good kersey ! 

{Pulk off her mantle. 
Viola. Pray do not hurt me, sir, r. 

Dor. Let’s have no pity 

For if you do, here’s that shall cut your whistle. 
Viola. Alas, what would you have ? I am as mi- 
. serable 

A« you can make me any way. 

Dor. That shall be tried. 

Viola. Here, take my gown, if that will do you 
pleasure. 

Tinker. Yes, marry will’t. — Look in the pockets, 
DoH;^ 

There may be birds. 

Dor. They are flown, a pox go with them I 
I’ll have this hat, and this ruflf too ; I like it : 
Now wdll I flourish like a lady, brave, ,y. 

I’faith, boy. 

Viola. You are so gentle people, to my seeming, 
That by my truth I could live with you ! 

Tinker. Could you so ? 

A "pretty young round wench, well blooded ; I 
Am for her.* 

s Let's hzve no pity.] i. e. No crying out for pity. — Sympson. 

* Am for her, thieves.] Tkkws has stolen into the text here 
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Dm\ But by tbis,- ! am not ; cool 
Your codpiece, roguel or I will clap a spell 
Siiab take your edge off with a very vciigcauce. 
'Tinker. Peace, horse-flesh, peace !— Hi cast off 
' my Amazon ; 

She has walk’d too long, and is indeed notorious^ 
Shell fight and scold, and drink like one of the 
' worthies. / 

Dor. Uds precious, 

You young contagious whore, must you be ’tb 
cing ? 

And, is your flesh so rank, sir, that two may live 
iipon’t?- 

I am glad to hear your cortars? grown so lusty ; 
He was dry-founder’d t’other day ; weehee, 

My pamper’d jade of Asia 

Tery aiiaccoiontably. If tke speech is, or is not ciiitailed, Ss I 
cannot promise, yet there is no reason for ihkves slamliiig here, as 
there is nothing to which it can probably refer. Tliore are hut 
two wap 1 know of, that we can rid the text of it ; . the first is by 
expunging it, as I have done ; and the second, hy supposing that it is 
a corruption of i/iis\ and situate in a wrong place, and that the 
passage once run thus: 

A pretty t/omig round XDench tcvll blooded^ this, 

Tmfor her — %Wpte# 

5 CariaiL] In Ben Jonson*s Masque called Chlorklia, a postillion 
says, Look to my curia! ;** (according 'to which we, have reform- 
ed the orthography) and Mr Whalley says, A curtai is a small 
horse ; properly one who hath his tail docked or curlaikd^ — 
1778. 

''V ,ThQ phrase, as Mr Bonce ingeniously observes, is not from 
nir and fail^ as stated in some dictionaries, but from the French 
*taiUer conrte.^^ .. ^ 

^ Mp parAper djade of Asiad^ This is plainly meant as a bur- 
lesque on this line in Marlow's 'ramerlane ; 

Holla, you pan^per*d Jades of Asia f 
which ^is also' ridiculed in the second part of Henry IV. act If# sc# 

This line is al8d.,ridicuM in- the Sun's Darling, by Ford and 
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Viola. Good woman, do not hurt me 1 1 am sorry 
That I have given any cause of auger. 

Dor. Either bind her quickly, and come away, 
or by 

This steel I’ll tell, though I truss for company ! 
Now could I eat her broil’d, or any way. 

Without vinegar : I must have her nose ! 

{Draws a knife. 

Viola. By any thing you love best, good sir I 
good woman ! 

Tinker. Why her nose, Dorothy ? 

Dor, If I have it not, „ 

And presently, and warm, I lose that I go withal. 
Tinker. ’Would the devil had that thou goest 
withal. 

And thee together ! for sure he got thy whelps, 

If thou hast any ; he’s thy dear dad’. Whore, 
Sut up your cut-purse ! an I take my switch up, 
'Twill be a black time with you else ; sheathe 
your bung, whore I® 

Dor. Will you bind her ? 

We shall stand here prating, and be hang’d both. 

Dekkar, and in other old plays. It is perhaps worth while to 
quote the sequel : 

Holla, ye pamperM jades of Asia ! 

What, can ye draw but twenty miles a-day, 

And have so proud a chariot at your heels, * 

And such a coachman as great Tamburlaine 

’ She’s dear dad^ ] Common sense, as ISIr Seward saw 

too, calls out for a change of She's into He*s. — S^?np$on, 

^Mason, with great plausibility, wishes to read — '' 

He^s iheir dear dad. 

s Fid up pour cut-purse I 

sheathe pour bung, whore /] In the cant language of the 

lime, a btmg was a purse or a pocket ; and to flip a bung signified 
to cut a purse. The Tinker evidently applies both this word and 
fcut-purse to ihe knife of his female copartner* 
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Tinker, Come, I must bind you : Not a word ; 

no crying ! iTkey bind her to a tree. 
Viola. Do what you will, indeed I will not cry. 
Tinker. Hurt her not : If thou dost, by ale an.d 
•beer, 

I’ll clout thy old bald brain-pan with a piece 
Of brass, you bitch incarnate. 

{^Exeunt Tinker and Dorothy. 
, VaL Oh, God, to what am I reserved ! that knew 
not. 

Through all ray childish hours and actions, 

More sin than poor imagination, 

And too much loving of a faithless man, 

For which I am paid ; and so, that not the day 
That now is rising to protect the harmless, 

And give the innocent a sanctuary 
From thieves and spoilers, can deliver me 
From shame, at least suspicion 1 .* 

Enter Vai,ebio. 

Val. \Enteringi\ Sirrah, lead down 
The horses easily ! I’ll walk a-foot 
Till I be down the hill. ’Tis very early ; 

I shall reach home betimes. How now ? who’s 
there ? ’ . 

Viola. Night, that was ^verfriend to lovers, yet 
Has raised some weary soul, that hates his bed, , 
To come and see me blush, and then laugh at me, 
•A Val. He had a rude heart that did this, 

^ Viola. Gentle sir, 

If yoh have that which honest men call pity, ' 
And be as far from evil as you shew, 

Help a poor maid, that this night by bad fortune 
Has been thus used by robbers. 

Val. A pox upon his heart that would not help 
thee! 
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This thief was half a lawyer, by his bands. — 
How long have you been tied here? 

Tlola. Aks, this hour,* 

And with cold and fear am almost perished. 

VaL Where were the watch the while ? Good 
sober gentlemen ! 

They were, like careful members of the .city, 
Drawing in diligent ale, and singing catches, 
While Master Constable contrived the toasts. 
These fellows should be more severely puuishkl 
Than wandVing gipsies, that every statute whips; 
For if they had every one two eyes a-piece more, 
Three pots would put them out. 

Viola. I cannot tell ; 

I found no Christian to give me succour. 

VaL When they take a thief. I’ll take Ostend 
again The whoresons 
DTink opium in their ale, and then they sleep 
Like tops ; as for their bills, they only serve 
To reach down bacon to make rashers 
Now let me know whom I have 
tesj to, 

That I may thank my early rising for it. 

Viola. Sir, all I am, you see. 

VaL You have a name. I am sure, and akindred, 
A father, friend, or something that must own you, 
— She’s a handsome young v/eneb ; What rogues 
* ’ were these, to rob her ! {^Aside. 

Viola. Sir, you sec all I dare reveal ; and, as 
You are a gentleman, press me no further ! 

For there begins a grief, whose bitterness 
Will break a stronger heart than I have in me ; 

tills lioiirl] This is a very 
is no change of scene between Viola's 
trance of Valerio. 

^ ^ OskmL'l See The Woman's Priz 

TOL. IX* © 
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And ’twill but^make you heavy with the hearing ; 
For your own ’goodness sake, desire it npt ! 

Val. If you would not have me inquire that, 
How do you live then ? 

Viola, How I have lived, is stilt 
One question which must not be resolved : 

How I desire to live, is in your liking ; 

So worthy an opinion I have of you. 

Val. Is in my liking? How, I pray thee? tell me ! 
I’faith, I’ll do you any good lies in my power. — 
She has an eye would raise a bed-rid man ! — 

Viside. 

Come, leave your fear, and tell iney that’s a good 
wench ! 

Viola. Sir, I would serve------ 

Val. Who wouldst thou serve 1 Do not weep. 
And tell me. 

Viola. ’Faith, sir, even some good woman ; 

And such a wife, if you be married, 

I do imagine yours. 

■ Val. Alas ! thou art young and tender ; 

Let me see thy hand ! This was ne’er made to wash, 
Or wind up water, beat clothes, or rub a Hoor.— 
By this light, for one use, that shall be nameless, 

[AVidti. 

’Tis the best wanton hand that e’er I look'd oii ! 
Viola. Dare you accept me, sir? my heart is ho- 
nest : - - 

Among your virtuous charitable deeds, 

This will not be the least. 

"■ Val. Thou canst in a chamber? 

Viola. In a chamber, sir ? 

Vat. I mean, wait there upon a gentlewoman. — 
How quick she is ! I like that mainly too; iJskk. 
ru have her, though I keep her with main strength. 
Like a besieged town ; for I know 1 shall have 
The enemy afore rhe within a week. 
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Viola. Sir, I can sow too, and make pretty laces, 
Dress a head handsome, teach young gentlewo- 
men; 

For in all these I have a little knowledge. 

Val. ’Tis well ; — no doubt I shall increase that 
knowledge. [Adde. 

I like her better still ; how' she provokes me! — 
Pretty young maid, you shall serve a good gentle- 
woman, 

Though I say it, that will not be unwilling 
You should please me, nor I forgetful if you do. 
Viola I am the happier. 

Val. My man shall make some shift to carry 
you 

Behind him: Can you ride well? 

Viola. But ril hold fast, 

For catching of a fall. 

*VaL That’s the next way 
To pull another on you. — I’ll work her, as I go : 

^side. 

I know she’s wax ! Now, now, at this time could I 
Beget a worthy on this wench. 

Viola, Sir, for this gentleness, may Heaven re- 
quite you tenfold ! 

Val. ’Tis a good wench ! however others use 
thee. 

Be sure ril be a loving master to thee. Come ! 

' ' [Exeunt. 
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SCENE HI. 


Before Antonio’s House, 


Bnter A^iomo, like an Irish Footman, 'with a 
letter, 

AtU. I hope I am wild enongh for being known ! 
I have writ a letter here, and in it have abused 
myself 

Most bitterly, yet, all my fear is, not enough, ^ 
Por that must do it, that must lay it on : 

I’ll win her out o’ th’ flint; ’twill be more famous. 
Now for my language I 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Now, sir ; who would you speak with ? 
Ant. Where be thy mastres, man? I would 
spake with her : 

I have a letter. 

Serv, Cannot I deliver it ? 

Ant. No, by my trot and fait, canst thou not, 
man. 

Serv. Well, sir, I’ll call her to you; pray shake 
your ears 
Without a little. 

^ '^Ant. Cran a cree, do it quickly ! 

This rebel tongue^ sticks in my teeth worse 

, ^ This rebel See act III. scene I. of this pkj. * 

12 
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Than a tough hen : Sure it was ne’er known at 
.Bahel ; 

For they sold no apples, and this was made for 
certain 

At the first planting of orchards, ’tis so crabbed. 

'Enitr Maria and Servant. 

Maria. What’s he would speak with me ? 

Serv. A Kilkenny ring 
There he stands, madam. 

Maria. What would you have with me, friend? 
Ant. He has a letter for other women wilt 
thou read it ? 

Maria. From whence ? 

Ant, De crosse Creest, from my master *. 
Maria. Who is your master ? 

^Ant. I pray do you look. ' 

Maria. Do you know this fellow ? 

Berv. No, 

Madam, not I, more than an Irish footman. 

Stand further, friend ; I do not like your rope- 
runners. 

What stallion rogues are these, to wear such dow- 
sets P 

The very cotton may commit adultery. 

Maria. I cannot find whose hand this should 
' be ; I’ll read : 

^ A Kilkenny ring.] I suspect we should read — I'ungy which is 
a Scottish word, meaning a coarse heavy staff, which might nor 
unaptly be applied to a wild Irishman of those days. See Dr Ja- 
mieson’s Dictionary, in voce, 

^ To tvear such dovisets*} Sympson, and the editors of I77S, 
read trowsers; but the context of the line shows the impropriety 
of the variation. The servant quibbles between doucetSj the geni'* 
tals of a deer, and drossersy or trowsers, the close femoral habili- 
• ments of the Irish in those days. 
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“ To tlie beauteous wife of Don Antonio.” 

Sure. this is some blind scribe ! Well ! now udiat 
follows ? 

Ant. Pray God it take 1 I have given her that 

[A side. 

Will stir her conscience ; how it works with her 1 
Hope, if it be thy will, let the flesh have it ! 
•Maria. This is the most abhorred, intolerable 
knavery. 

That e’er slave entertain’d ! Sure there is more 
Than thine own head in 
This villainy ; it goes like practised mischief. 
Disabled in his body ? Oh, good God ! 

As I live, he lies fearfully, and basely. 

Ha ! I should know that jewel ; ’tis my husband ! — 
Come hither, sirrah ; are you an frisbinan ? 

Ant, Sweet woman, a-cree, I am an Irishman. 
M'far. Now I know’t perfectly : Is this ydur . 
trick, sir? [/hide. 

ril trick you for it ! — How long have you served 
This gentleman? 

Ant. Please thee, a little day, 

O, my MacDermond put me to my mastree. — 

Tis done, I know. [Aside, 

Maria. By my faith, he speaks as well [Aside. 
As if he had been lousy for the language 
A year or two. Well, sir, you had better 
Have kept in your own shape, as I will useryoin 
What have I done that should deserv'^e this trial ? 

I never made him cuckold, to my knowledge. — 
"Sirrah, come hither 1 

Ant. Now will she send some jewel, or some 
:■ letter ; 

I know her mind as well ! I shall be famous. 

Jfam, Take this Irish bawd here 

Ant. How ! 

Maria.y And kick him till his breeches . ‘ 
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And breech be of one colour, a bright blue both ! 

Jnt. I may be well swinged thus, for I dare not 
Reveal myself ; I hope she does not mean itl 

[Se7''va7it kicks Mm, 

Oh, hone ! oh, hone ! oh, St Patrick ! oh,‘ a-cree ! 
Oh, sweet woman ! 

Mat'ia. Now turn him, 

And kick him o’ t’other side ! that's well. 

Ant. Oh, good waiting-man ! i beseech thee, 
Good waiting-man ! — A pox fire your legs ! 

Maria. You rogue, 

You enemy to all, but little breeches, 

How darest thou come to me with such a letter? 
Ant. Pr’ytheepity the poor Irishman! — All this 
makes for me : \^Aside. 

If I win her yet, I am still more glorious. 

Maria. Now could I weep at’what I have done ; 
v* [Apart. 

But I’ll harden my heart again.-^Go, shut him up 
Till my husband comes home. Yet thus much ere 
you go, 

Sirrah Thatch’d-Head wouldst not thou be whipt, 
and think it justice? 

Well, aquavitce barrel, I will bounce you.’ 

Ant. I pray do ; I beseech you, be not angry ! 
Maria. Oh, you hobby-headed rascal,® I’ll have 
you flead, 

'll, ■ 

^ Sirrah ThatchVI-Head !] This alludes to the glihhe^ or high 
©latted hair of the Irish wood-kerne, hanging over their eyes. See- 
the fac similes of the wood cuts of Derrick's Image of Ireland, 
MivScott’s edition of Somers’s Tracts, volt L 

7 aqiravitm barrel, J will bounce yoiiJ\ This line shows 

that the propensity of the Irish to the use of spirits was not of 
modern date , — Masoiu 

Derrick, Morrison, and Lilhgow, join in describing the drunk- 
enii^s of the native Irish as excessive., 

♦ s You hobby -headed vascaL'y i. e* shag-headed, as an Irish 
hobby or small pony. See the preceding note but one. 
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And trossers® made of thy skin to tumble in. 

Go, away witli him ! let him see no sun, 

Till my husband come home. — Sir, I . 

Shall meet with you for your knavery, 

I fear it not. {Aside. 

Ant. Wilt thou not let me go ? — 

I do not like this. [Asuic. 

Maria. Away with him ! ■ 

Aern. Come, Tlllead you in by your jack-a-lcnt' 
hair. 

Go quietly, or I’ll make your crupper crack ! 
Maria. And, do you hear me, sirrah ? when you 
have done, 

Make my coach ready. 

Serv. Yes, forsooth. [ilu’i/ •trith A>rxoxio. 
Maria. Lock him up safe enough. — 

I’ll to this gentleman, and know the reason 
Of all this business, for I do suspect it ; 

If he have laid this plot, I’ll ring him such a peal 
Shall make his ears deaf for a month at least. 



^ Trossers,] Trossers appear to have beea iooBe breeches : The 
word is still preserved, but: now written 

They were c contra very tight pantaloons, and are oiten con- 
trasted with the enormous pornp-hose of tlie English. They ap- 
pear to have been generally chequered with several colours, like 
the tartan of the liighiunders* 

^ Jack-a^ent"} Puppets made to throw cudgels at in'Shrove- 
tide. So in Kirke*s Seven Champions of Christendom : 

** Cloxc7h What are those giants I Pr’ylhee tell me. 

' SkepkenL l^oJack^-a^lentSy m pigmies, no dwarfs " 

See voL V. p. 3CS, 
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A Street. 


Enter Ricardo. 


Rk. Am I not mad ? Can this weak-temper’d 
head, 

That will be mad with drink, endure the wrong 
That I have done a virgin, and my love ? 

Be mad, for so thou oughf'st, or I will beat 
The walls and trees down with thee, and will let 
EMier thy memory out, or madness in ! 

But sure I never loved fair Viola, 

I never loved my father, nor my mother, 

Or any thing but drink ! Had I had love. 

Nay, had I known so much charity 
As would have saved an infant from the fire, 

I had been naked, raving in the street, 

With half a face, gashing myself with knives, 
Two hours ere this time. 

. . Enter Pedro, Silvio, <?ndUBERTO. 

Pedro. Good-morrow, sir ! 

Ric. Good-morrow, gentlemen 1 
Shall we go drink again ? I have my wits. 

Pedro. So have I, but they are unsettled ones : 
’Would I had some porridge ! 

Ric. The tavern-boy was here this •morning 
with me, 

. And told me that there was a gentlewoman. 
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Which he took for a whore, that hung on me, 
For .whom we’quarreiVd, and I know not what. 

' Pedro. I’faith, nor I. 

Uberto. I have a glimmering 
Of some such thing. 

Ric. Was it you, Silvio, 

That made me drink so much? ’twas you or Pe- 
dro. 

Pedro. I know not who. 

Silvio. We were all apt enough. 

Ric. But I will lay the fault on none but me, 
That I would be so entreated !— Come, Silvio, 
Shall we go drink again ? Come, gentlemen. 

Why do you stay ? Let’s never leave oil' now. 
Whilst we have wine and throats ! I’ll practise it. 
Till I have made it my best quality ; 

For what is best for me to do but that r 
For God’s sake, come and drink I When I am na- 
med, 

Men shall make answer, “ Which Ricardo mean 
you? 

The excellent drinker?” I will have it so. 

Will you go drink ? 

Silvio. We drunk too much too lately. 

Ric. Why, there is then the less behind todriiik : 
Let’s end it all ! dispatch that, we’ll send abroad. 
And purchase all the wine the world can yield, 
And then drink it off ; then take the fruits o’ th' 
earth. 

Distil the juice from them, and drink that off; 
We’ll catch the rain before it fail to ground. 

And drink off that, that never more may grow ;* 
We’ll set our mouths to springs, and drink them 

off i 

’ That meter more may groa).] That nothing more may ettr 

grow. I’he expression is strong, but, not very clear.— Seward. 

Tliat is, no. more fruits of the earth may be producetf. Sewarif 
mistakes the construction of this passage. — Mason, 
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And all this while we’ll never think of those 
That love us best, more than we did last night. 
We will not give unto the poor a drop 
Of all this drink ; but, when we see them weep, 
Well run to them, and drink their tears off too : 
We’ll never leave whilst there is heat or moisture 
In this large globe ; but suck it cold and dry, 

Till we have made it elemental earth, 

Merely by drinking’. 

Pedro. Is it flattery 
To tell you, you are mad? 

Ric. If it be false, ' tf- 

There’s no such way to bind me to a man ,* = ■ 

He that will have me lay my goods and lands, 

My life down for him, need no more but say, 

“ Ricardo, thou art mad !” and then all these 
Are at his service ; then he pleases me, 

. Alfd makes me think that I had virtue in me, 
That I had love and tenderness of heart ; 

That, though I have committed such a fault 
As never creature did, yet running mad, 

As honest men should do for such a crime, 

I have express’d some worth, though it be late : 
But I, alas, have none of these in me, 

But keep my wits still like a frozen man, 

That had no fire within him. 

Silvio. Nay, good Ricardo, 

Leave this wild talk, and send a letter to her ! , 

I will deliver it. ' , 

Ric. ’Tis to no purpose ; 

Perhaps she’s lost last night ; or, [if] she [is] 

Got home again, she’s now so strictly look’d to 
The wind can scarce come to her : Or, admit 
She were herself, ^ if she would hear from me, 

^ 'Ske wet^e iierseif.] That is^ admit that she were mistress o£ 
herself, — 3Iason» 
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Erom me unworthy, that have used her thus, 

She were so foolish that she were no more 
To be beloved. - ‘ 

Enter Axdrugio, and Servant with a night-gown. 

Serv. Sir, we have found this night-gown she 
took with her. 

Andr. Where ? 

Ric. Where? where ? speak quickly ! 

Sei'V. Searching in the suburbs,^ 

^ Suburbs^ The suburbs m^ere particularly the abode of Iiiia?e3 
and whores in the days of our authors, and frequent allusions to this 
occur in these and other old plays. For instance, in Lovers Sacri- 
ice by Ford Your only course I can advise you, is to pass to 
Naples and set up a house of carnality ; there are very fair . 
frequent suburbs/^ In London they seem to have been originally 
coniined to Southwark, where the Bishop of Winchester licetised 
the slews ; but they soon travelled to the other side of the town^ 
and spread themselves into the then outskirts of the city, in every 
direction, probably in consequence of some prohibitory mandate of 
the bishop's, as appears from an ancient satire, entitled, Cock* 
LoreFs Bote, printed by Wynkyn de Worde (lkioe*s Anecdotes of 
Literature, voL 1. p. 3^3) — 

Sir, this pardon is newe founde . . 

By syde London Brydge, in a holy grounde 
Lyte called the Stewes Banke* 

Ye know well that there was 
Some relygyous women in that place. 

To whom men offered many a franke ; 

And bycause they were so, kynd and lyberall, 

A merveyious adventure there is befall, 

Yf ye lyst to here how ; 

There came such a wynde fro Wynchester, 

That blewe these women over the ryver, 

/, In wherye, as I wyll you tell. 

Some at Saynt Kateryn's stroke a grounde, 

* And many in Holborne were founder , 

Some at Saynt Gyles, I trowe ; - , 


i 
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We found a Tinker and his whore that had 
It in a tap-house, whom we apprehended, . 

And they confess’d they stole it from her. 

jRir. And murder’d her ? [Grasps his sword. 
Silvio. What ail you, man ? 

Ric. Why, all this doth not make 
Me mad. 

Silvio. It does ; you would not offer this else. 
Good Pedro, look to his sword ! 

[Pedko takes his sword. 

Serv. They do deny 

The killing of her, hut swore they left her 
Tied to a tree, in the fields next those suburbs 
That are without our lady’s gate, near day, 

And by the road, so that some passenger 
Must needs untie her quickly. 

Andr. The will of Heaven be done ! Sir, I will 
only 

Intreat you this, — that as you were the greatest 
Occasion of her loss, that you’ll be pleased 
To urge your friends, and be yourself earnest in 
The search of her : If she be found, she is yours, ' 
If she please. I myself only [will] see these people 
Better examined, and after, follow 
Some way in search. God keep you, gentlemen ! 

[Exit. 

Silvio. Alas, good man ! 

• Ric. What think ye now of me ? I think this 
lump 

Is nothing but a piece of phlegm congeal’d. 
Without a soul ; for where there’s so much spirit 
As* would but warm a flea, those faults of mine 
Would make it glow and flame in this dull heart. 

Also in Ave-Maria aly, and at Westmenster^ 

' . Aiid some in Shordyche drew theder 
With great lamentacy on, 

And by cause they have lost that place, 

They wyll to gcde at Colman hedge in space/^ 
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[Act IIL 


Ami run like molten gold tbroiigh every sin, 

Til! it could bi'irst these walls, ami tly away. — 
Shalt 1 entreat you all to take your horses, 

And search this iimocent ? 

Fvdro. With ail our liearts, 
lik. Do not divide yourselves, till you come 
there 

Where they say she was tied ; I'll follow too, 
But never to return till she be found. 

Give me my sword, good Pedro ! 1 will do 
No harm, belie\'e me, with it ; I am now 
Far better temper’d : If J were not so, 

I have enow besides. God keep you all. 

And send us good success ! {ExemiL 


ACT IIL SCENE L 


Mercury’s Lodging, 


Enter Mjehcort and Servant, 

Merc. Who is it? can you tell? , . 

Serv. By my troth, sir, 

I know not ; but it is a gentlewoman. 

Jlehc. A gentlewoman?^ I’ll lay ray life, yon 

^ Merc. A genikmanJ] There is neither sense nor huinoor in 
this answer, and our authors must undoubtedly have wrote it^ 
gcntteinman.’-Synmoh. , 
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Has sent bis wife to me : If he have, fling up the 
becl 

Sert'. Here she is, sir. 

JS?2ifcr Maria. 

Maria. I am glad I found you, sir, Tliere, take 
your letter, [Gives him a letter. 

And keep it till you have another friend to wrong ! 
’Tis too malicious false to make me sin; 

You have provoked me to be that I love not, 

A talker, and you shall hear, me. 

Why should you dare to imagine me 
So light a housewife, that, from four hours’ know- 
ledge. 

You might presume to offer to my credit 
This rude and ruffian trial ? I am sure 
, I Ifever courted you, nor gave you tokens, 

That might concern assurance You are a foo! !; 

Merc. I cannot blame you, now I see this lettc . 
Though you be angry, yet with me you must not:. 
Unless you’ll make me guilty of a wrong 
My worst affections hate. 

Maria. Did not you send it ? 

Merc. No, upon my faith ; 

Which is more, I understand it not : the hand 
Js as far from my knowledge as the malice. 
•Maria. This is strange ! 

^ Concern assurance,'] Though the sense of this place be not; 
hard to find out, yet I am afraid the expression is not very jushi* 
ifiable ; as the v^ord tokens occurs in the line above, I once thought 
we should read consign^ or contain assurance. — Spnpson. 

The text is not very clear, but I have little doubt of its not 
having been corrupted. Words were used with a great latitude of 
meaning, and phrases as licentious to the full occur in many of 
iJies©4famas» , . 


64 


THE C0XC0:HB. [Act III. 


Merc. It is so, 

And. bad been 'stranger, and indeed more bateful, 
Had I, that have received such courtesies, 

And owe so many thanlcs, done this base office. 
Maria. Your name is at it. 

Mere. Yes, but not my nature ; 

And I shall hate niy name worse than the man- 
ner,’ 

For this base broking. You are wise and virtuous, 
Remove this fault from me ; 

For, on the love I bear to truth and goodness, 
This letter dare not name me for the author. 
Maria. Now I perceive my husband’s knavery ! 

\Al)aTt. 

If my man can but find where he has been, 

I will go with this gentleman, whatsoever 
Comes on’t ; and, as I mean to carry it, 

Both he and all the world shall think it fit, "" 
And thank me for it. 

Merc. I must confess I loved you at first ; 
Howe’er this made me leave your house unman- 
nerly, 

That might provoke me to do something ill, 

Both to your honour and my faith, and not to write 
This letter, which I hold so truly wicked, 

That 1 will not think on’t. 

Maria. I do believe you, and since I see you 
are free, ‘ 

My words Were not meant to you : But this is not 
The half of my affliction. 

Mere. ’Tis pity 

You should know more vexation ; may I inquire ? 

^ ThaiL the manner.] Seward and Sympson wish to read Ttwilcr 
instead of manner ; but it is of little consequence which we read, 
as the matter would mean the substaiice, and the manner the style 
of the letter. ^ 
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Maria. ’Faith, sir, I fear I hav'e lost my. hus- 
band. ® 

Merc. Your husband ? it cannot be.— I pity 
her ; lAside. 

How she is vex’d ! 

Enter Sermnt. 

Maria. How now ? what news ? Nay, speak, 

For we must know. 

Ser>o. ’Faith, I have found at length, 

By chance, where he has been. 

Maria. Where ? 

Serv. In a blind out-house in the suburbs : 

Pray God all be well with him ! , 

Marla. Why ? 

. '^CTo. There are his clothes j but what’s become 
of him, 

I cannot yet inquire.® 

Maria. \_Aside.'] I am glad of this. — 

Sure they have murder’d him ! What shall I do ? 

Merc. Be not so grieved, before you know the 
truth ! 

You have time enough to weep.. This is the sud- 
den’st mischief — 

. Did you not bring an officer to search there, 

•“ Where .you say you found his clothes? 

Sere. Yes ; and we search’d it, and charged the 
fellow with him ; 

But he, like a rogue, [a] stubborn rogue, made 
answer, 

He knew not where he was j he had been there, 

® inquire*] Inquire find 
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But wliere he was now he could not tell : 

I telj vou true; I fear him. 

Maria. Are all my hopes and longings to enjoy 
_ him, 

After this three years’ travel, come to this ? 

It is the rankest house in ail the city, 
The most cursed roguy bawdy-house ! Hell fire it ! 
Merc. This is the worst I heard yet. Will you 
go home ? 

I’ll bear you company, and give you 
The best help I may: This being here %viU wrong 
you. 

Maria. As you are a gentleman, and as you loved 
Your dead friend, let me not go home ! 

Tliat will but heap one sorrow on another. 

Merc. Why, propose any thing, and 111 per- 
form’t : 

I am at my wit’s end too. 

Serv. So am I. Oh, my dear master ! 

Merc. Peace, you great fool ! 
ifeforw. Then, good sir, carry me to some re- 
tired place, 

Far from the sight of this unhappy city ; 

Whither you will indeed, so it be far enough ! 
J/erc. If I might counsel you, I think Twerc 
better 

To go home, and try wh^ may be done yet ; 

He may be at home afore you j who can tell ? , 

' Maria. Oh, no; 1 know he’s dead, I know he’s 
murder’d ! 

Tell me not of going home ! you murder me too. 

Merc. Well, since it pleases you to have it so, 

I will no more, persuade you to go home ; 

I’ll be your guide in the country, as your grief 
Doth command me. I have a mother, dwelling 
■ from 
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This place some twenty miles : The house, though 
homely, • 

Yet able to shew something like a welcome ; 
Thither I’ll see you safe with all your sorrows. 
Maria. With all the speed that may be thought 
upon ! 

I have a coach here ready ; good sir, quickly ! — 
Til fit you, my fine husband ! [Aside. 

Merc. It shall be so : [Asidei 

If this fellow be dead, I see no band 
Of any other man to tie me from my will ; 

And I will follow her with such careful service, 
That she shall either be my love, or wife. — 

Wfill you walk in ? 

Maria. I thank you, sir; but one word with my 
man, 

And I am ready. — Keep the Irish fellow 
■^ Safb, as you love your life, for he^ I fear, 

Has a deep hand in this ; then search again, 

And get out warrants for that naughty man 
That keeps the bad house, that he may answer it I 
If you find the body, give it due burial. 

Farewell ! You shall hear from me. Keep all safe ! 
Aern. Oh, my sweet master ! [Exeunt. 
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SCENE 11. 


A Hall in Antonio’s House, 


AntoniOj knocking 'within. 

Ant. Man-a-cree, 

The devil take thee, wilt thou kill me here ? 

I pr’ythee now let me go seek my master ; 

I shall he very cheel else. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Do you hear, man-a-cree ? 

I’ll cree your coxcomb, an you keeg'fiot still ; 
Down, you rogue ! ^ 

Ant. Good sweet-faced sarving-mah, 

Let me out, I beseech de, and by my trot 
I will give dy worship two shillings in good argot,* 
To buy dy worship pippips. 

Serv. This rogue 

All the worth of matt Consists in pippins : By this 
light. 

I’ll beat rebellion out of you for ever !* 

Ard. Wilt thou not hear me, man ? 

Is fet ! Til give thee all I have about me. 

' - ■ ■ 

' '/W 

^ Jrgot.J Probably a purposed corruption of argeni, silver. 

* ni beat rebellion out of eier.} A second slur tbit 

upon the rebellious Irish.— SyOTpsoB. 





Scene IL] THE COXCOMB. 69 

Sen. I thank you, sir ; so I may have picking 
work.* . * • , 

Ant. Here is five shillings, man. 

Serv, Here is a cudgel, 

A very good one ! 

Better two Sermnts. 

2 Sen. How now ? what’s the matter ? 

Where is the Irishman ? 

1 Sen. There, a wyth take him 
He makes more noise alone there, than ten lawyers 
Can do with double [fees,] and a scurvy case/ 

S Sen. Let him out ! I must talk with him, 

* May hai^e picking mrh'] Meaning he was lousy. — Symyson. 

wyth. take Mm /] This expression seems to be equivalent to 
* that now used by the vulgar, a lialter take him, A wyth appears 
to have been a band or halter, ** 1 heard a tale of a butcher, who, 
driving two calves over a common that were coupled together by 
the necks with an oake7i wyth, — In the way where they should pass, 
, there lay a poor lean mare, with a galled back, to whom they co- 
ming (as chance fell out) one of one side, and the other of the 
other, smelling on her, (a% their manner is) the midst of the wyth 
that was betwixt their necks rubbed her, and grated her on the 
sore back, that she started and rose up, and hung them both on 
• her back as a beam ; which being but a rough plaister to her raw 
ulcer, she ran away with them (as she were frantic) into the fens, 
where the butcher could not follow them, and drowned both her- 
selS and •them in a quagmire. Now the owner of the mare is in 
law wnth the butcher for the loss of his mare, and the butcher in- 
terchangeably indicts him for his calves/* — fierce Penilesse his 
Supplication to the Devily by Tho, Nashe, 1593, p. 15. 

Tfa^is whimsical story so much resembles the case of Bullum and 
Boatum, told by the late lecturer on heads, that he might almost 
be suspected to have borrowed the idea from Nash.^ — Reed, 

A wyth, a word still usual in Suffolk, is a thong of green osier, 
or other young twigs, made for the purpose of fastening hurdles to- 
gether. 

* TFith double, and a scurfy case.] Mr Seward proposed read- 
Ihg doubtful^ or double and scurvy^ i. e. doMit mtri^y.. A bpiy 
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. ' Athtoihio is Jet out. . 

Ant. Wilt thou give me 
Some drink, oh, hone ? I am very dry, man. 

2 Sem. You shall have that shall quench your 
thirst, my friend. 

Wat dost thou mean, man r 
2 Serv. Even a good tough halter. 

Ant. A halter ? oh, hone 1 
2 Ser>v. Sirrah, 

You are a mischievous rogue, that’s tire truth. 
Ant. No, fet I am not. 

1 Serv. Shall I knock out his brains ? I have 

kill’d dogs 

Have been worth three of him for all uses. 

2 Seri). Sirrah, the truth on’t is, 

You must with me to a justice. Oh, Roger, Ro- 
ger! 

1 Sera. Why, what’s the matter, William ? 

S Sen. Heavy news, Roger, 

Heavy news ; God comfort us ! 

1 Sere. Whatis’t, man? * 

Amt. What’s the matter now r — 

I am even weary of this way ; ’Wo^ I were out 
on’t! . 

9, Sere. My master 

Is murder’d, Rogerj/aw^teettrsed rogue,- 
I fear, has had a hand " 

"'Ant. No, fet, not! 

■'.I'Serv. Stand away! 

I’ll Idck.jt out of him : Come, sirrah, mount f 

suppiJse'ft word has been dropthereby chance, and that the whole 
, ran,pne&--:','’' ’ 

■ Y'- doubk fees^ and a scur>i}^ came# 

i. Soubiy pMd tc plead a scarvy cmse.^^St^mpmn* 
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I’ll make you dance, you rascal ! kill my master ? 
If thy breech were cannon-proof, • 

Having tihis good cause on my side, I would en- 
counter it; 

Hold fair, Shamrock ! 

Jnt. Why, how now, sirs ! 

[ Thrms off his disguise,, 
You will not murder me, indeed ? 

2 Sert). Bless us, Roger ! 

Ant^ Nay, I am no spirit 
2 Serv. How do you, sir } 

This is my very master. ' _ ^ , 

Ant. Why, well enough yet ; 

But you have a heavy foot of your own. Where’s 
my wife ? 

1 Serv. Alas, poor sorrowful gentlewoman, 

She thinks you are dead, and has given o’er house] 
**7~**' keeping. 

Ant. Whither is she gone, then ? 

1 Serv. Into the country with the gentleman, 
your friend, sir, ■ 

To see if she can wear her sorrows out there ; 

She weeps and takes on too^ 

This falls out pat; [^Asiie. 

I shall be everlasting for a name ! — ■ 

Do you hear? upon your lives and faiths to me. 
Not one word I am living! 

But let the same report pass along. 

That I am murder’d still. — I am made for ever I 

[Aside, 

1 Serv. Why, sir? 

Ant. I have a cause, sir; that’s enough for you. 
Well, if I be not famous, I am wrong’d much: 

[Aside, 

For any thing I know, I will not trouble him 
This week at least ; no, let them take their way 
.One of another ! 
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1 Serv. Sir, will you be still an Irisliman? 

Ant. Yes, a while. 

S; Serv. But your worship will be beaten no . . 
more ? 


Ant. No, I thank you, William. 

1 Sert\ In truth, sir, if it must be so, 
ni do it better than a stranger. 

Ant. Go ; you are knaves both ! 

But I forgive you. — -1 am almost mad [Aside. 
With the apprehension® of what 1 shall be^ — 
Not a word, I charge you ! [Exeunt. 





Enter Vai,erio and Viola, 

P'aL Come, pretty soul, we now are near our 
home. 

And whilst our horses are walk’d down the hill, 
Let thou and I walk here over this close !- 
The footway is more pleasant. Tis a time, 

; My pretty one, not to be wept away, 

Tor every living thing is full of love ; 

Art not thou so too, ha ? 

Viola. Nay, there are living things 
Empty of love, or I had not been here ; 

* Apprehension,'] Apprehension does not here mean fear, hut 
. , i^agination.-i.^Jfas<»f.' , ' - 
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But, for myself, alas, I have too much. 

Val. It cannot be, ' . 

Tha^ so much beauty, so much youth and grace, 
Should have too much of love. 

Viola. Pray what is love ? 

For 1 am full of that I do not know. 

Val. Why, love, fair maid, is an extreme desire 
That’s not to be examined, ljut fulfill’d ; 

To the reason why thou art in love, 

Or ^irhat might be the noblest end in love, 

Wo'lild overthrow that kindly-rising warmth 
Th$it many times slides gently o’er the heart ; 
’Tvould make thee grave and staid, thy thoughts 
would be 

Like a thrice-married widow, full of ends, 

And void of all compassion ; and to fright thee 
From such inquiry, whereas thou art now 
T!!uv|ng in ignorance, mild, fresh, and sweet. 

And but sixteen, the knowing what love is 
Would make thee six-and-forty. 

Viola. ’Would it would make me nothing! — I 
’ have heard 

Scholars affirm, the world’s upheld by love, 

/But I believe women maintain all this ; 

For there’s no love in men. 

Val. y es, in some men. 

Viola. I know them not. ■ 

Vah Why, there is love in me. 

Viola. There’s charity I am sure towards me. 
Val. And love. 

Which I will now express : My pretty maid, 

I dare not bring thee home ; my wife is foul. 

And therefore envious ; she is very old, 

And therefore jealous ; thou art fair and young, 
A subject fit for her unlucky vices 
To work upon ; she never will endure thee. 

- Viola. She may endure, ' 
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If she he aught but devil, all the friendship 
That I will hold with you. Can she endure 
I should be thankful to you r may I pray 
For you and her ? will she be brought to tlfulk 
That all the honest industry I have 
Deserves brown bread ? If this may he endured, 
She’ll pick a quarrel with a sleeping child, 

Ere she fall out with me. 

VaL But, trust me, she does hate all handsomc' 
ness. 


Viola. How fell you in love with such a crea- 
ture? .. 

Val. I never loved her. 

Viola. And yet mamed her? 

Val. She was a rich one. f 

Viola. And you swore, I warrant you, 

She was a fair one then too ? 

Val. Or, believe me, 

I think I had not had her. 

Viola. Are you men 

All such ? ’Would you would wall us in a place, 
Where all we women that are innocent 
Might live together 1 _ 

Val. Do not weep at this ; vv . i d w 
Although I dare not, for some weig^w rj^lgp. 
Displease my wife, yet I’ll forget not ‘ 

Viola. What will you do with me ? ' * 

Val. Thou shalt be placed 
At my man’s house, and have such food and rai- 
ment 

As can be bought with E^^ney : These white hands 
Shall never learn to worU, but they shall play, 

As thon sayst they were wont, teaching the strings 
To move in order, or what else thou wilt. 

Viola. I thank you, sir ; but pray you clothe me 


And let my labour gef me means to live ! 
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Val. But, fair one, you I know do so much hate 
A foul ingratitude, you will not look 
I should do this for nothing. 

Viola. I will work 

As much out as 1 can, and take as little ; and 
That you shall have as duly paid to you*^ 

As ever servant did. 

Val. But give me now 
A trial of it, [that] I may believe ! 

We are alone ; shew me how thou wilt kiss 
And hug me hard, when I have stolen away 
From my too-clamorous wife that watches me. 
To spend a blessed hour or two with thee ! 

Viola. Is this the love you mean ? You would 
have that 

Is not in me to give ; you would have lust. 

Val. Not to dissemble, or to mince the word, 

. ^is lust I wish indeed. 

Viola. And, by my troth, 

I have it not ! For Heaven’s sake, use me kindly, 
Though 1 be good, and shew perhaps a monster. 
As this w'orld goes ! 

Val. I do but speak to thee ; 

Thy answers are thy own ; I compel none : 

But if thou refuse this motion, 

Thou art not then for me. Alas, good soul ! 
What profit can thy work bring me ? 

'Viola. But 1 fear : I pray go ! for lust, they say, 
will grow 

Outrageous, being denied. I give you thanks 
For all your courtesies, and there’s a jewel 
That’s worth the taking, that I did preserve 
Safe from the robbers. Pray you leave me here 
Just as you found me, a poor innocOnt, 

s That you shall have as duly paid to you.} i. e. the proceeds of 
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And Heaven will bless you for it ! 

Val. Pretty maid, ^ . 

I am no robber, nor no ravisber. ^ 

I pray thee keep thy jewel. I have done _ 

No wrong to thee. Though thou be’st virtuous, 
And in extremity, I do not know 
That I am bound to keep tliee. 

Viola. No, sir ; • 

For God’s sake, if you know an honest man 
In all these countries, give me some directions 
To find him out ! 

VaL More honest than myself. 

Good sooth, I do not know : I would have lain 
With thee, with thy consent ; and who would not 
In all these parts, is past my memory. 

I am sorry for thee. Farewell, gentle maid ; 

God keep thee safe ! f 

Viola. I thank you, sir ; and you ! 

Woman, they say, was only made of man ; 

Methinics ’tis strange they should be so unlike i 
It may be, all the best was cut away 
To make the woman, and the naught was left A 
Behind with him. — I’ll sit me down and weep 1 ' 

All things have cast me from ’em but the earth ; 

The evening comes, and every little flower 
Droops now, as well as I. 

Enter Nan and Madge, with milk-pails. ' 

Nan. Good Madge, 

Let’s rest a little ; by my troth, 

I am weary. This new pail is a plaguy heavy one ; 
’Would Tom were bang’d for chusing it ! 

Tis the untoward’st fool in a country. 

; Madge. With all my heart, and I thank you 
too, Nan. 
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Viola. What true contented happiness dwells 
here, 

More than in cities ! ’Would to God my father 
Had lived like one of these, and bred me up 
To milk, and do as they do ! Methinks ’tis 
A life that I would choose, if I were now 
To tell my time again, above a prince’s. — 

Maids, for charity, give a poor wench one draught 
of milk, 

That weariness and hunger have nigh famish’d ! 

Nan. If I had but one cow’s milk in all the 
world. 

You should have some on’t : There ; drink more ! 
the cheese 

Shall pay for it. Alas, poor heart, she’s dry. 

Madge. Do jmu dwell hereabouts ? 

Viola. No ; ’would I did ! 

•^^Nan. Madge, if she do not look like my cou- 
sin Sue 

O’ th’ Moor-lane, as one thing can look like an- 
other! 

Madge, Nay ; Sue has a hazle eye, I know Sue 
well : 

And, by your leave, not so trim a body neither ; 
This is a feat-bodied thing’ I tell you. 

Nan. She laces close. 

By the mass, I warrant you ; and so does Sue too. 

Viola. I thank you for your gentleness, fair 
maids. 

Nan. Drink again, pray thee I 

‘ Viola. I am satisfied ; and Heaven reward thee 
for’t I 

Y et thus far I’ll comj^el you, to accept 
These trifles, toys only that express my thanks, 

^ This is a ksX-bodisd thing.] Minsheu ^plains /eat, fine, neat, 
brave. 
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For greater worth I am sure they have not in them. 
Indeed you shall ; I found them as I came. 

Mim. Madge ! look you liere, .Madge ‘ 

Madge. Nay, 1 have as fine a one as you ; mine is 
All gold, and painted, and a precious stone in’t: 

I warrant it cost a crown, wench. 

A«?i. But mine 

Is the most sumptuous one that e’er I saw. 

Viola. One favour you must do me more, 

For you are well acquainted here. 

Nan. Indeed we’ll do you any kindness, sister. 
Viola. Only to send me to some honest place, 
Where I may find a service. 

Nan. Uds me, our Dorothy went away hut last 
week, 

And I know my mistress wants a maid, and wliy 
May she not be placed there ? This is a likely 
' wench, ■— 

I tell you truly, and a good wench, I warrant her. 
Afodge. And ’tis a hard case, if we that have 
served 

Four years a-piece, cannot bring in one servant ; 
We will prefer her.— Hark you, sister ! Pray what’s 
your name? , 

Viola. Melvia. 

Nan. A feat name, i’faith ! And can you milk 
a cow? , : . 

And make a merry-bush ? That’s nothing. 

Viola. I shall learn quickly. 

Nan. And dress a house with flowers ? and serve 
■ a pig? 

(This you must do, for we deal in the dairy) - 
And make a bed or two ? 

Viola. I hope I shall. 

Nan. But be sure to keep the men out; they 
All that you make else, I know that by myself; 
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Eor I have been so touz’d among ’em in my days ! 
Come, you shall e’en home with us, 

And be oiir fellow j our house is so honest, 

And we serve a very good woman, and a gentle- 
woman ! 

And we live as merrily, and dance o’ good days 
After even-song. Our wake shall be on Sunday: 
Do you know what a wake is ? We have mighty 
cheer then, 

And such a coil, ’twould bless ye ! 

You must not be so bashful, you’ll spoil all. 

Madge. Let’s home, for God’s sake ! 

My mistress thinks by this time we are lost. 
Come, we’ll have a care of you, I warrant you : 
But you must tell my mistress where you were 
born. 

And every thing thatTiHdngs to you, and the 
7®*^ strangest things 

You can devise, for she loves those extremely ; 
’Tis no matter whether they be true or no. 

She’s not so scrupulous. You must be our sister, 
And love us best, and tell us every thing ; 

And, when cold weather comes, we’ll lie together : 
Will you do this ? 

Fwla. Yes. 

JVan. Then home again, o’ God’s name ! Can 
you go apace ? 

Viola. I warrant you. \Ea;eunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE! 


The Country. 


Enter Pedro and Silvio,® sevemliy. 

Pedro. How now ? any good news yet? 

Sikio. ’Faith, not any yet. 

Pedro. This comes o’ tippling: ’Would ’twere 
treason, an’t please God, 

To drink more than three draughts at a meal. 

Silvio, When did you see Ricardo ? ^ 

Pedro. I cross’d him twice to-day. 

Silvio. You have heard of 
A young wench that wasi seen last night ? 

Silvio. Has Ricardo heard of this r 

Pedro, Yes ; and I think he’s ridden after. 
Farewell ! I’ll have another round. 

Silvio. If you hear any thing, 

Pray spare no horse-flesh j I will do; the like. 
Pedro. Do, ' 

« JBftler Feiro anJ Uberfco The #iissonance between 

the' persons in the stage <lirection, and those in the text| is lot 
glaring to be overlooked*‘--«'%j«»^on. 
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SCENE II. 


A Room in the House ^Valerio. 


Enter Ricardo and Valerio. 

Ric, Sir, I did think ’twas you, by ali descrip- 
tions. 

Val. ’Tis so ; * 

I took her up indeed, the irianner how 

have heard already, and what she had about 
her, 

(As jewels, gold, and other trifling things) 

And what my end was, which because she slighted, 
I left her there i’ th’ fields. 

Ric. Left in the fields .? Could any but a rogue, 
That had despised humanity and goodness, 

God, law, and credit, and had set himself 
To lose his noblest part, and be a beast. 

Have left so innocent unmatch’d a virtue 
, To the rude mercy of a wilderness ? 

Val, Bir, if you come to rail, pray quit my house ! 
I do not use to have such language given 
Within my doors to me. For your wench, 
You.may go seek her with more patience ; 

She’s tame enough, I warrant you. 

Ric. Pray forgive me, 

(I do confess my much forgetfulness) 

And weigh roy words no farther, I beseech you, 
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Than a mere madness ! for such a grief has seized 
me, • 

So strong and deadly, as a punishment, ' 

And a just one, too, 

That ’tis a greater wonder I am living, 

Than any thing I utter. Yet, let me tell you 
Thus much ; it was a fault for leaving her 
So in the fields. 

Val Sir, I will tliink so now ; 

And, credit me, you liave so wrought me with 
Your grief, that ! do both forgive and pity you ; 
And if you'll please to take a bed this night here, 
To-morrow I will bring-you where I left her. 

Ric. I thank you, no ! Shall I be so’ unworthy 
To think upon a bed,, or ease, or comfort, 

And have my heart stray from me, God knows 
where, 

Cold and forsaken, destitute of friends, 

And all good coin forts else, unless some tree. 
Whose speechless charity must better ours, 

With which the bitter east winds made their sport 
And sung through hourly, hath invited her 
To keep off half a day r® Shall she be thus, 

9 To heep off half a *Tis pity thk fine passage should 

dogged with the least obWiarity* Bat what whuff a (kp here f— 
The twelve hours of the night f Or niaj dup here signify the upm 
air, as the miners use it-in Derbyshire. When the ore is brought 
from under ground, they say, Ifs brought to da]/. If lh\i last may 
be allowed, the sentiment is extremely just* To keep of ouii/ half 
the inclemency of the air,^Symp$on, 

The expression, we think, means to keep off the tceather during 
half a day : The twelve houi:s of the night'' is a ridiculous pre- 
dseness.-^-Ed, 177S* 

Syrapson's refinement renders the passage very ludicrous ; and 
.. the explanation of the last editors is simple as it is convincing* 

' Masbn cavils at the old text-pn another score, as it conveys to him 
po idea';’ whatsoever." Be would therefore read — ^To sleep off 
half a dayi"-'-,l have no. hesitation in pronouncing this varlalbti m 
decidedly vulgar, that I shouklprefer the text, though It did mt 
convey the plain sense which it certainly docs bear. 
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And I draw in soft slumbers ? God forbid ! 

No, night and bitter coldness, I provoke thee, 
And all the dews that hang upon thy locks, 
Showers, hails, snows, frosts, and two-edged winds 
that prime' 

The maiden blossoms ; I provoke you allj 
And dare expose this body to your sharpness, 

Till I be made a land-mark ! 

Val. Will you then stay and eat with me ? 

i2zc. You are angry with me, I know 3'ou’re 
angry;_ • 

Y ou would not bid me eat else. ■ My poor mistress, 
For aught I know, thou art famish’d ; for what else 
Can the fields yield thee, and the stubborn season, 
That yet holds in the fruit? — Good gentle sir, 
Think not ill manners in me for denying 
Your offer’d meat ! for sure I cannot eat 
""-While I do think she wants. Well, I’m a rascal, 
A villain, slave, that only was begotten 
To murder women, and of them the best. 

Val. This is a strange affliction 1 If you will 

■ . : s if prime ^ 

The. maiden UossomsJ\ Here^^we have another difficulty to en- 
counter, which, I am afraid, is not capstble of being explained into 
sense, and therefore must be cured another way. To ]srme bios*- 
somSf i. e. to nip^ or 7 nake them xiither^ is, I fancy, an expression 
for which there can be found no authority, and so the less likely 
toiiavenany claim for a place here. There are two ways of ma- 
king this passage sense j the first is by reading thus, — that prune, 
&:c., which Mr Seward concurred with me in 5 the other, and 
which I like better, is this : — 

that pine 

The maiden blossoms. Spmpson, 

Perhaps prime the maiden blossoms might have been intended to 
signify to cut them off in their prime. — Ed. 1778. 

I am strongly inclined to adopt Seward^s amendment, never ha- 
ving met with the word prme in any sense similar to that which is 
p'idently required in the text. 12 
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Accept no greater courtesy, yet drink, sir. 

Hie. N o w I am sure you bate me : An you knew 
What kind of man 1 am — ^as indeed ’tis fit 
That every man should know me, to avoid me. 

If i ou have peace within you, sir, or goodness, 
Name that abhorred word drink no more unto me I 
A ou had safer strike me. 

I pray you do not, if you love me, do not ! 

Val. Sir, I mean no ill by’t. 

Ric. It may be so; 

Nor let me see none, sir, if ymu love Heaven ! 

A’ou know not what offence it is unto me ; 

Nor, good now, do not ask me why : And I warn 
A'ou once again, let no man else speak of it ! 

I fear your servants will be prating to me. 

Val. W'hy, sir, what ail you } 

Ric. 1 hate drink, there’s the end on’t ; 

And that man that drinks with meat is damn'd,^ 
Without an age of prayers and repentance ■ 
And there’s a hazard too : Good sir, no moMpl0. 
If you will do me a free courtesy, " 

That I shall know for one, go take your horse, 
And bring me to the place where you left her. 

Val. Since you are so importunate, I will : 

, But I will wish, sir, you bad stay’i^tp-night ; , 
Upon my credit, you shall see " ' 

Ric. Be gone ! the bearing of if mak^s me giddy: 
Sir, will you be entreafed to forbear it ? . 

I shall be mad else. 


* And that man that drinks with meat is damned.} As the line 
is deficient by a syllable, vfhy may we not preserve the sentiment, 
and restore the measure, by reading thus : 

And that man that drinks without meat is damnd* Sympsoiu 

If we adopt Sympson^s amendment the metre is equally de- 
fective, audit is a stronger expressioU’tO'say, that he who drinl:? 
even with his meat is damned—r-MflfWBt 
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Val. I pray no more of that! lam quiet; 

I’ll but walk in, and away straight. 

jR.ic. Now I thank you ! 

But, what you do, do in a twinkling, sir ! 

Val. As soon as may be. [Eseunt. 


SCENE in. 


A Room in the House of Mercury’s Mother i 


Enter Mother, Viola, Nan, and Madge. 

Mother. Is this the wench? You have brought 
me some catch, I warrant. 

How daringly^ she looks upon the matter ! 
Madge. Yes, forsooth, this is the maiden. 
Mother. Come hither ! Would you serve ? 

Viola. If it shall please you to accept my ser« 

I hope i shall do something that shall like you. 
Though it be but truth, and often praying for you. 
Mother. You are very curious of your hand me- 
thinks, 

You preserve it so with gloves : Let me see it! — 
Ay, marry, here’s a hand of marchpane,'^ wenches 1 
This pretty palm never knew sorrow yet : 

How soft it is, I warrant you, and supple ! 

O’ my word, this is fitter for a pocket, 

3 Mouo injurin^ly.'l CoTV^ciQdm l67$* : ^ 

^ Mar£lipme*2 For the nature of this confectioti the reader is 
' referred to voi* IL pp* 116? 456. 
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To filch withal, than to work : I fear me, little one. 
Yon are no better than you should be ; go to! 

Viola. My conscience yet is but one witness to me. 
And that. Heaven knows, is of mine innocence : 
’Tis true, I must confess with shame enough, 

The time that I have led yet never taught me 
What ’twas to break a sleep, or to be weary. 

Mother. You can say well; 

If you be mine, wench, you must do well too. 

For words are but slow workers : Y et, so much hope 
I have of you, that I will take you, so 
You will be diligent, and do your duty. 

How now? ^ r?': ■ -V' ' 


Alex. There is a messenger come from your son, ^ 
That brings you word he is returned from travel, • 
And will be here this night. 

Mother. Nowjoy upon thee for it! thou art ever 
A bringer of good tidings; there, drink that ! 

\Gvves him 7noney. 

In troth thou hast much contented me. My son ? ' 
Lord, how thou hast pleased me I shall I see my son 
Yet ere I die ? Take care my house be hai^daome. 
And thenew stools set out, and boughs an(|^shes,* 
And flowers for the window, and the Turfey car- 
pet, . - 

And the great parcel salt,® Nan, with the cruets ! 

^ The custom of strewing fresh rushes upon the floor 

on the arrival of a stranger, or on any festive occasion, is alluded 
to more than once in these plays, — See voK IV. p, 410* As the 
custom is mentioned in the Proeraio to Boccaccio^s Decameron, it 
is probable that at one time it was universal throughout Europe* 

6 \ — parcel By the epithet of parcel^ we must 
evidently understand parcel-gilt^ which is an expression of which 
no less than sk instances are collected in the notes of the diifcrent " 
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And pr’ythee, Alexander, go to the cook, 

And bid him spare for nothing; my son’s come 
home ! 

Who’s come with him ? 

Alex. I hear of none yet, but a gentlewoman. 

Mother. A gentlewoman ? what gentlewoman ? 

Akx. I know not ; but such a one there is, he 
says. 

Mother. Pray God he have not cast away him- 
self 

Upon some snout-fair piece ! I do not like it. 

Alex. No, sure my master has more discretion. 

Mother. 'W&W, be it how it will, he shall be 
welcome. 

Sirs,’ to your tasks, and shew this little novice 

How to bestir herself ! I’ll sort out things. 

[Exit 

Madge. We will, forsooth : I can tell you, my 
mistress is 

A stirring woman. 

Nan. Lord, how she’ll talk sometimes ! 

’Tis the maddest cricket 


commentators on the expression, “ parcel-gilt goblet,” in Shak- 
speare's Henry IV. part I. The expression, which signifies that 
only part of the piece of plate was gilt, was probably so' common, 
that, by an ellipsis of the last term, parcel was used singly in the 
same sense. The great size of the salt-cellars in use at the time 
cf oui poets may be collected from the ensuing passage : “ Oh. 
my great bell-salt !— Did you not see a fellow about door with a 
great silver salt under his arm Middleton’s Tour Five Gallants. 
Warton observes, that “ towards the head of the table was pla- 
. ced a large and lofty piece of plate, the top of which, in a broad • 
cavity, held the salt for the vvhole company. One of these salt- 
cellars is still preserved, and in use, at Winchester College.” — Hist, 
Engl. Foetry, vol. IV. p. 22. , 

t Sirs.] This appellation, it seems, aS well as sirrah, was an- 
ciently addressed to women as well as meii. The latter occurs 
■ on the very next page, where one of the maids calls the other 
sirrah, . . . - 
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Viola. Metliinks she talks well, 

And shews a great deal of good housewifery. 

Fray let me deck the chambers, shall I ? 

Nan. Yes, 

You shall ; but do not scorn to be advised, sister, 
For there belongs more to that than you’re aware 
on : 

Why would you venture so fondly upon the 
strowings ? 

Tliere’s mighty matters in them, Fll assure you. 
And in the spreading of a bough-pot ; you may- 
miss. 

If you w'ere ten years elder, if you take not 
A special care before you. 

Viola. I will learn willingly, if that be all. 
Nan. Sirrah, where is’t they say my young mas- 
ter hath been ? 

Madge. ’Faith, I know not ; beyond the sea, 
Where they are horn without noses.® 

Nan. Jesse, bless us ! without noses ? 

How do they do for handkerchiefs ? 

Madge. So Richard says : 

And, sirrah, their feet stand in their foreheads. 

Nan. That’s fine, by my troth ! 

These men have pestilent running heads then. 

Do they speak as we do ? ' * 

Madge. No, they never speak. 

Nan. Are they cursen’d ?® ' 

® Whtre are horn mthout Closes.] This, and the ensuing de- 
scriptions of men wonderfully made, are in ridicule of the strange 
relations of Sir Walter Raleigh, and other contemporary travellers* 
Shakspeare, too, alludes to similar monsters in a more serious 
manner, where Othello is said to have told Desdemona— 

«< 0 f liiie eannibals that each other eat, 

The anthropopfigi, ai^d men- whose heads 
Bp grow bemath thelFshoulders/* 

^ Are Ay ctirseii^d.] This is sdl the vulgar manner of pro-’ 
Houacing See above, p. ',43, 
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Madge. 1:^0, they call them infidels ; 

I know not what they are. 

iVa«. Sirrah, we shall have 
Pine Courting now my young master is come home. 
Were you never courted, sister ? 

Viola. Alas, I know it not. 

Madge. What is that courting, sirrah ? 

Na7t. I can tell, 

For I was once courted in the matted chamber : 
You know the party, Madge ; ’faith, he courted 
finely ! ' 

Pray thee what is’t ? 

iV«? 2 . ’Faith, nothing, but he was somewhat 
figent' with me ; 

’Faith, ’tis fine sport, this courting. 

Ale.r. \Withm.~\ Where be the maids there ? 
Madge. We shall be bang’d anon ! Away, good 
wenches ! 

And have a care you dight things handsomely ; 

1 will look over you. [Exeunt. 


Enter Mercury and Maria. 

Merc. If your sorrow 
Will give you so far leave, pray : 

* Mgent'.'] i. e. Troublesome, meddling 
p*186. - I 
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Most welcome to this place, for so upon 
My life you are ; aud for your own fair sake, 

Take truce awhile with these immoderate mourn- 
ings i 

Maria. I'thank you, sir ; T shall do what I may. 
Pray lead me to a chamber. 

Enter Mother and Alexanbek. 

Merc. Presently. — 

Before your blessing, mother; I entreat you 
To know this gentlewoman, and bid her welcome ; 
The virtuous wife of him that was myself 
In all my travels ! [Kneels. 

Mother. Indeed she is most welcome ; so are 
you, son. 

Now, all my blessing on thee, thou hast made me 
Younger by twenty years than I was yesterday ! . 
Will you walk in ? What ails this gentlewoman ? 
Alas, I fear she is not well : Good gentlewoman ! 
Merc. You fear right. 

Mother. She has fasted over long; 

You shall have supper presently o’ tlf board- 
Merc. She will not eat, I can assure you, mo- 
ther. , ,, i ^ 

For God’s sake, let your maid conduct her up 
Into some fair becoming chamber, .fit for 
A woman of her being, and as soon as may be- ! 

I know she’s very ill, and would have rest. 
Mother. There is ohe ready for her, the blue 
chamber. 

Merc. ’Tis well : I’ll lead you to your chamber- 
" door, 

And there I’ll leave you to your own quiet, mis- 
Maria. I thank you, sir! Good rest to every 
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You’ll see me once again to-night, I hope. 

Merc. When you shall please, I’ll wait upon 
you, lady. 

Mother. Where are these maids r Attend upon 
the gentlewoman, 

And see she want no good thing^in the house ! 
Good night with all my heart, forsooth !— Good 
Lord, {JExit Maria. 

How you are grown ! Is he not, Alexander? 

Alex. Yes, truly ; he’s shot up finely, God be 
thanked ! 

Merc. An ill weed, mother, will do so. 

Alex. You say true, sir; an ill weed grows a- 
pace. 

Merc. Alexander the sharp, you take me very 
quiekly. 

Mother. Nay, I can tell you, Alexander will do it. 
Do you read Madcap still ? 

Merc. Sometimes, forsooth.* 

Mother. But ’faith, son, what countries have 
you travell’d ? 

Merc. Why, many, mother, as they lay before 

France, Spain, Italy, and Germany, 

. And other provinces, that I am sure 
You are not better’d by, when you hear of them. 

- Mother. And can you these tongues perfectly? 

Merc. Of some ^ 

A little, mother. 

Mother. Pray, spout some French, son. 

Merc. You understand it not; and to your ears 

^ Alex. Sometimes ^forsooth,'] It is evident that this reply be** 
* longs to Mercury, not to Alexander, who ktiew nothing of Mer- 
cury’s conduct during his travels; and it is to Mercury that the 
question is addressed. — Mason, 

The preceding line alludes to an old satirical pamphlet, en« 
tilled Pasqiiirs Madcap, 
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’Twill go like an unsliod cart upon the stones, 
Onl> a rough' unhandsome sound. 

Mother. "’Faith, I would fain hear some French. 
Akx. Good sir, speak some French to niy jnis- 
tress. 

Jlerc. At your eirti-eaty, Alexander, I will. 
Who shall I speak to ? 

Jlex. If your worship 
Will do me the favour, sir, to me. 

M.txc. Motisieur poUron, 

Cocu, cmilion, baisez mon ai t 
Alex. Oui, mmskur,^ 

Mother. Ha, ha, ha ! this is fine, indeed ! • 
God’s blessing on thy heart, son ! By my troth, 
Thou art grown a proper gentleman 1 Culkn and 
puUen, '0: 

Good God, what sawcy"^ words they use beyond 

Ha, ha, ha i 

Akx, HxA not you swear right ? 

Merc. Yes, good Alexander, 

If you had done so too, But, good mother, 

I am very hungry, and have rid far to-day, 

And am fasting. 

Mother. You shall have your supper presently, 

my sweet son. '::r 

Merc. As soon as you please; which, once ended, 
I’ll go and visit yon sick gentlewoman. 

Mother, Come then ! [Exeunt, 

3 Monstir, Poultron, Coukew, CuUione^ Besay, Man cun 
Alex# Ave^ Moimseir*'] From this specimen^ it woultl seem that 
the editors of the folios did not understand French any belter than 
Mercury’s mother. 

« -p^—.aucey wr&,] So; the first folio, from which the text is 
taken. ’ The second folio, awkmrd* . In the next verse, the latter 
and the modetnhop-ies.Tead—** Bid not I answer right f* 
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SCENE V. 


A Hall in the same. 


Enter Antonio, like a post, with a letter. 

Ant. I have ridden like a fury, to make up this; 
work ; 

And I will do it bravely ere I leave it. 

This is the house, I am sure. 

. Enter Alexander. 

Alex. Who would you speak with, sir ? 

Ant. Marry, sir, I would speak with 
A gentlewoman came this night late here from the 

, 

I have some letters of importance to her. 

I am a post, sir, and would be dispatch’d 
In haste. 

Alex. Sir, cannot I deliver ’em ? 

For; the truth is, she’s ill, and in her chamber. 
Ant. Pray pardpn me ; I must needs speak with 
her, 

My business is so weighty. 

Akx. ni tell her so. 

And bring you present word. 

Ant. Pray do so, and I’ll attend her. 

[Ea?# Alexander. 

Pray God, the grief of my imagined death 
Spoil not what I intend ! I hope it will not. 

2 
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Re-enter Ahss.A'SBEn. 

Alex, Though she be very ill, and desires no 
trouble, 

yet, if your business be so urgent, you may 
Come up and speak with her. 

Ant. I thank you, sir ; I follow you, \Exetmt. 


SCENE VI. 


A Bed Chamber in the same. 

Enter Maria. 



Maria. What should this fellow be, i’ th’ name 
o’ Heaven, '' 'tX 

That comes with such post business ?' 

■ husband hath ' 

Eeveal’d himselfj and in this haste sent 

'"a ' ’ 

Are you the post, my friend ? 

. . Ant Yes, forsooth, mispress. 

Maria. What good news hast thou brought me, 

a:^; 

Tor I have woe and grief too much already. 

Anti I would you had less, mistress, I could 
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Besbrew iny heart, she moves me cruelly ! {Aside. 
Maria. Have I found you once more, juggler? 

\ [^Aside. 

Well, jewel, thou hast only virtue in thee, 

Of all I read of yet : What ears has this ass 
To betray him with !— Weil, what’s your business 
then? 

Ant. Ihave brought a letter from your servant, 
mistress, 

In haste. 

Maria. Pray give it me ; I hope the best still. 
Ant. This is the upshot, and I know 1 have hit 
it! ' [Aside. 

Well, if the spirits of the dead do walk, 

I shall hear more of this an hundred years hence. 
Maria.' {Readingi\ “ By any means, you must 
have special care ; 

^For now this city is possess’d* for certain, 

My master is made away ; 

Which, for aught I know, is a truth indeed. 

Good mistress, leave your grief, and see your dan* 
■ ■ ger, ■ ■ 

And let that wise and noble gentleman 
With whom you are, be your right hand in all 
things !” 

Ant. Now do 1 know I have the better on’t ! 

[Aside. 

By, the. languishing of her eye at this near instant, 
It is still simming® in her blood, in coining 
Somewhat to turn Mercury, I know it. 

Maria. He is my husband, and ’tis'_ reasonable 

[Aside. 

^ Posms'd."] ). e. Informed, acquainted. In Ben Jonson’s 
Every Man in his Humour, Bobadil says to Master Matthew, — 
“ Possess no gentleman of our acquaintance with notice of my 
lodging.” 

, ® Simming.J We would now say — dnmering. 
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He slioiild command in ali things : Since he will be 
An ass against the hair,’ at his own peril 
Be it! — In tlie morn you shall have a packet, 

Till when, I must entreat you, stay ; you shall not 
lose by it. 

Ant. I do not doubt it, mistress : 

I’ll leave you to your rest, and wait your pleasure. 
Maria. Do ; and seek out the gentleman o’ th’ 
house ; 

Bid him come to me presently. 

Ant, Who? Master Mercury ? 


Maria. Do you know him, post ? 

Atit. Only by sight, forsooth : Now I remein- • 
ber 

Your servant willed me to let you know 
He is the only man you and your fortunes 
Are now to rest upon. 

Maria. Pr’y thee, no more ; I know all this al- 
ready. 

Ant. I’ll take my leave now. — I am made for 
ever 1 

Maria. Good night ! — [Ea^it Antonio. 

I am provided for you, my fine youtli. [Esit» 

’ An ass against the Imir,] In the first part of Henry 
cesters^js— 

The quality and kair of our attempt 
Brooks no division 

and Dr Joknson remarks# that' tbe kair seems to fee tlie com* 
fkdon^ the character^ The metaphor appears harsh to us^ but, 
perhaps, was familiar in our author's time. We still say, some- 
thing is against the hair, as against the grain, that is, against the 
natural tendency;" and Mr Steevens adds, In an old comedy, 
called The Family of Love, I met with an expression which very 
well supports Dr Johnson's first explanation ; “ They say I am of 
,the right and indeed th^y may stand to it/~Ei 1778* 
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SCENE yiL 


^ Room in the same. 


Enter Mother, beating Yioi.a, awt;? Alexandee 
with a broken glass. 

Mother. I’ll make thee have more care. 

Viola. Good mistress, pardon me ! 

Mother. Thou’lt ne’er be good, I warrant thee ! 
Can your fine fingers hold no faster? 

• Viola. Indeed, 

It was against my will. 

Mother. Alexander, 

Let’s see the glass ! As I’m true kirsome''' woman, 
It is one of the crystal glasses my cousin sent me ! 
And the baggage hath broke it where it cannot 
be mended. 

- Alexander, can Humphry mend this, think you ? 
Ale:v. No, truly, this will ne’er be mended. 
Viola. Truly, 

I nieant but to wash it for the gentlewoman 
That’s sick above, and, shaking out the water, 
Knock’d it against the pail side. 

Mother. Did you so r 

Be sure I’ll stop it ! ’twill make a good gap in 
Your quarter’s wages, I can tell you. 

Viola. I pray forgive me. 

And let me have no wages this first quarter. 

, Kirsome.l An intended corruption of Christian. 
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Mother. Go, whimling, and fetch two or three 
* grating loaves 

Out of the kitchen, to make gingerbread of. 

’Tis such an untoward thing ! Viota. 

Alea\ She’s somewhat simple, 

Indeed ; she knew not what a kimneP was ; 

She wants good nurture mightily. 

My son tells me, Alexander, 

That this young wddow means to sojourn here ; 
She offers largely for her board, I may 
Offer her good cheer. Pr’ythee make a step 
I’ th’ morning down to the parsonage for some 
pigeons !~ [Noise within. 

What, are you mad there? what noise is that? 
Are you at bowls within ? Why do you whine ? 

: [r'y A 

Viola. I have done another fault; I beseech 

: V? i: " 

Svtfeef mistress, forgive pievl ^ 

Jffo^fer.?Whaf^ the, matter? ’ 

Viola. As I was reaching for the bread thatjia^ 
Upon the shelf, I have thrown down the minced 
litiV-ii' ? ■ - meat,' ' ■ ■ 

That should have made the pies to-morrow. 
Mother. :Get;theei?^y; 

Out of my house, thou filthy destroying '■harlot 

: ; 

ril not keep thee an hour longer. 

Viola. Good mistress, beat me rather for my 

As much as it deserves ! I do not know 
Whither to go. 

Mother, No, I warrant thee ; out of my doors! 

® Kimnd.l Or lanlin, is a powdering-tub. — S^mpsun. 
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iTic/cz. Indeed I’ll mend. — I pray speak you for 
me ! 

If thou liadst hurl’d down any thing but 
the pie meat, 

I would have spoke for thee ; but I cannot find 
in my heart now. 

Mother. Art thou here 5^et ? I think I must have 
An officer to thrust thee out of my doors, must I ? 

Viola. Why, you may stop this in my wages too ; 
Eor God’s sake, do ! I’ll find myself this year, 

And let me stay. 

Mother. Thou’t spoil ten times as much. 

I’ll cudgel thee out of my doors. 

Viola. I am assured you are more merciful. 
Than thus to beat me and discharge me too. 
Mother. Dost thou dispute with me? — Alexan- 
der, earry 

, The prating hilding forth. 

Viola. Good mistress, hear m,e! I have here a 
jewel \_Kneels. 

My mother left me, and ’tis something worth : 
Receive it ; and when all ray faults together 
Come to the worth of that, then turn me forth ; 
Till then, I pray you keep me. 

Mother. What jiggumbob have we here ? 

Pray God, you have not pilfer’d this somewhere. 
Thou art such a puling thing ! Wipe your eyes. 
And rise ; go your ways. — Alexander, 

Bid the cook mince some more meat. — Come, 
And get you to bed quickly, that you may 
Up betiine i’ th’ morning a milking. 

Or you and I shall fall out worse yet 

[^Exeunt Mother and ATS D1.VL. 

Viola. She has hurt my arm : I am afraid she is 
A very angry woman ; but bless him, Hea,ven, 
That did me the luost wrong 1 I am afraid 
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Antottio’s wife should see me ; she will know me. 
Mother. {JVithin.] Melvia ! 

Viola. lam coming; she’s not angry again, I 
hope! \:ExiL 


SCENE VIIL 


A Bed’-room in the same. 


Merc. Now what am I the better for enjoying 
This woman that I loved so ? All I find. 

That I before imagined to be happy, 

Now I have done it, turns to nothing else 
But a poor, pitied, and a base repentance. 
TJdsfoot, I am monstrous angry with myself! 
Why should a man, that has discourse and reason,'^ 
And knows how near he loses all in these things, 
Covet to have his wishes satisfied? 

Which, when they are, are nothing but the shame. 
I do begin to loath this woman strangely. 

And I think justly too, that durst adventure •> 
Flinging away her modesty, to take 
A stranger to her bed, (her husband’s body 

» Discourse and /tason.] So in Massinger’s Unnatural Combat ; 

: “ It adds to nriy calamity that I have 
Discourse and reasm." 

The r^der is referred, for a very ingenious comment on these 
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Being scarce cold i’ th’ earth) for her content. 

It was no more to take my senses with, 

Than if I had an idle dream in sleep s 
Yet 1 have made her promises, which grieves me, 
And I must keep ’em too.— I think she hunts me ! 
The devil cannot keep these women off. 

When they are flesh’d once.‘ 

Eniei' Maria, in night attire. 

Maria. To bed, for God’s sake, sir ! 

Why do you stay here ? Some are up i’ th’ house ; 
I heard the wife.® Good dear sweetheart, to bed. 

Merc. Why, I am going ! Why do you follow me ? 
You would not have it known, I hope. Pray get 
you 

Back to yotir chamber ! the door’s hard by. For me, 
Let me alone ; I warrant you ! — This it is [Aside. 
To thresh well ; I have got a customer ! — 

Will you go to bed ? 

Maria. Will you ? 

Merc. Yes, I am going. 

Maria. Then remember your promise you made 
to marry me. • 

Merc. I will ; but it was your fault that it came 
To this pinch now, that it must need remem- 
brance : 

For, out of honesty, I oflFer’d you 
To marry you first ; why did you slack that oflTer ? 
Maria. Alas, I told you th’ inconvenience of it, 

^ Fletched owce.] Corrected in 1750. 

^ I heard the wife.] Who is this wife ? She must mean the mo- 
ther, but calls her no where else by that name. — Mason. 

The mistress of a house was formerly called, in England, (and 
is still in Scotland) the goodmf^ of the house. 
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And what wrong it would appear to the world 
If I had married you in such post haste . 

After his death : Beside, the foolish people 
Would have been bold to have thought we had 
lain 

Together in his time, and like enough 
Imagined we two had murder’d him. 

Merc. I love her tongue yet ! If I were a saint, 
A gilded saint, and such a thing as this 
Should prate thus wittily and feelingly 
Unto my holiness, I cannot tell, 

But I fear shrewdly I should do something 
That would quite scratch me out o’ th’ calendar; 
And if I stay longer talking with her, though I 
;:V .. 

At what I have done already, yet I shall 
Forget myself again : I feel the devil ^ 

tleady to hold my stirrup. — Pray, to bed ! ^ 

Goodnight! 

Maria. This kiss ! good night, sweet love, 

And peace go with thee ! — MEUcuav.] Thou 
hast proved thyself 

The honestest man that ever was en|feed 
To that sweet sin, as people please tt> ftll it, 

Of lying with another’s wife ; and I, 

I think, the honestest woman, without blushing, 
That e’er lay with another man. I sent my hus- 
band ' ' 

Into a cellar, post, fearing, and justly, 

He should have known him ; which 1 did not pur- 

Till I had had my end. 

Well, now this plot is perfect, let him brag on’t. 
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ACT V. SCENE L 


The House of the Justice. 

Enter Justice and Curio, with a paper. 

Just. By’r lady, sir, you have rid hard, that you 
have. 

Curio. They that have business must do so, I 
take it. 

Just. You say true. When set you out, my 
friend? 

Curia. About ten o’clock j and I have rid all 
night. 

Just. By the mass, you are tough indeed. I 
have seen the day 

I would have rid too with the proudest of them. 
And fling dirt in their faces, and I have done’t 
with 

This foolish body,^ sir, many a time : 

But what can last always ? ’Tis done, ’tis done 
now, sir ! 

Age, care, and office, bring us to our foot-cloths,'^ 
The more the pity ! 

Curio. I belieVe that, sir ; 

But wilt it please you to' read the business? 

Just. My friend, I can read, and I can tell you 
when, ; 

3 This foolish boy*] As hoy lias nothing to which it can be re^ 
ferred, I conjectured we should read body ; and Mr Theob^d? I 
foundj had wrote the same in his margin.— 

^ Toot'^clotJisfl i. e. Palfreys, so called from the cloathing or 
Caparison in which they were anciently attired. 
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Curio. ’Would I could too, sir ! for my haste re- 
quires it. 

Just. Whence comes it, do you say ? 

Curio. Sir, from the city. 

Just. Oh, from the city ; ’tis are%’-erend place-- 
Curio. An his justice be as short as his me- 
mory, _ {_Aside. 

A dudgeon-dag'ger® will serve him to mow down 
sin withall : 

What clod-pole commissioner is this ! 

Just. And, by ray faith, govern’d by worthy 
members. 

Discreet and upright. 

Curio. Sir, they are beholding to you ; 

You have given some of them a commendation 
They were not worthy of this twenty years. 

Just Go to, go to I you have a merry meaning ; 
I have found you, sir ; i’faith, you are a wag; 
Away, fy !— Now I’ll read your letter. 

Curio. Pray do, sir.—What a misery it is 
To have an urgent business wait the justice 
Of such an old tutf-taifata, that knows not, 

Nor can be brought to understand more sense 
Than how to restore suppressed alehouses, ; 

And have his man compound small trespassi^llli*. 
Tor ten groats ! . A 

Just. Sir, it seems here •: * > 

Your business is of deeper circumstance ' 

Than I conceived it fpr.-^What do you mean, sir ? 
Curio. ’Tis for mine own ease, TH assure your 
worship.® * 

^ thigem^iuggen^ Cotgrave exfilains dague a roilks^ a Scot- 
tish dagger, or dudgeon haft dagger.— Meed. 

^ What 'io you meaUf mrf— 

’Tisfor'mim pm cmep I^U assure your worship.] The Justice 
reproaches hitn for keeping his hat <>% which Curio says he doe:, 
for his awn cask*— 
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Just. It shall not be, i’faitb, friend-— Here I 
have it. 

That one Antonio, a gentleman— 

I take it so ; yes, it is so— a gentleman, 

Is lately thought to have been made away ; 

And, by my faith, upon a parlous ground too, 

If you consider. Well, there’s knavery in’t ; 

I see that without spectacles. 

Curio. Sure this fellow deals in revelation, he’s 
so hidden : [Aside. 

Go thy ways ! thou wilt stick a bench, spit ’ as 
formally. 

And shew thy agot and hatch’d chain as well 
As the best of them. 

Just. And now I have consider’d, I believe it. 
What, -sir? 

Just. That he was murder’d. 

. Curio. Did you know him ? 

Just. No. 

Curio. Nor how it is supposed? 

Just. No; nor I care not twopence, those are 
; ;‘^'?;toys - 

And yet I verily believe he was murder’d. 

As sure as I believe thou art a man. 
w I never fail’d in these things yet., ’Ware a man 
That’s beaten to these matters ; experience 
Is a certain concealed thing that fails not. 

Pray let me ask you one thing ; why do you come 
to me ? 

Curio. Because the letter is address’d to you. 
Being the nearest justice. 

Just. The nearest ? is that all ? ,. 

Curio. I think it be, sir ; — 

I would be loth you should be the wisest. [Aside. 
Just. Well, sir, as ’tis, I will. endeavour in it:^ 

" Stick a hatch Amended in 1750. 
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Yet, if it bad come to me by name, I know not. 
But I think it had been as soon dispatch’d 
As by another, and with as round a wisdom. 

Ay, and as happjly ; but that’s ail one: 

I have borne this place this thirty years, and up- 
wards, 

And with sufficient credit, and they may,^ 

When they please, know me better. To the 
nearest ? 

Well ! 

Curio. Sir, ’tis not my fault, for had I known 
You sooner 

Just. I thank you, sir ; I know it. 

Curio. Hi be sworn [Aside. 

You should have play’d, for any business now. 

Just. And further, they have specified unto me, 
His wife’s sorely suspected in this matter, 

As a main cause. 

Curio. I think she be, sir, for 
No other cause can be yet found. 

Jim. And one Mercury, a traveller, with wlfcm 
They say directly she is run away, 

And, as they think, this way. 

Curio. I knew all this before. 

Well, sir, this Mercury I know, and his 
breedingji, 

A neighbour’s child hard by: You have been 
happy, sir, ■ . - , 

In coming hither. 

Curio. Then you know where 
To have him, sir ? 

Just. I do, sir ; he dwells near me. 

Curio. I doubt your worship dwells near a knave 
then. 

Just. I think so ; pray put on ! But ’tis a wonder 
To see how graceless people are now given, 

And how base virtue is accounted with them 
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That should be all in all, as says a wise man ! 

I. tell you,, sir, and ’tis true, that there have been 
Such murders, and of late days, as ’twould make 
Your very heart bleed in you ; and some of them. 
As I shall be enabled, I will tell you. 

It fell out of late days— — 

Czmo. It may be so, ‘ 

But will it please you to proceed in this? 

Just. An honest weaver, and as good a w< 
man 

As e’er shot shuttle, and as close — 

But every man must die — this honest weaver, 
Being a little mellow in his ale— 

That was the evidence, ’cerbatim, s\x — 

God bless the mark, sprung his neck just in this 
place: 

Well, Jarvis, thou hadst wrongs, and, if I live, 
Some of the best shall sweat for’t ! Then a wench — 
Curio. But, sir, you have forgot my business. 

. Just. A sober pretty maid, about seventeen 
They say, certainly, howsoe’er Tis shuffled. 

She burst herself, and fondly, if it be so. 

With furmety® at a churching; but I think 
The devil had another agent in’t; 

— >» Either of w'hich, if 1 can catch, shall stretch for’t. 
Curio. This is a mad Justice, that will hang the 
devil ! — [Aside, 

* But I would you would be short in this, before 
That other notice can be given. 

Just. Sir, 

I will do discreetly what is fitting. — What, 
Antonio ! 

Sero. ^JVithin.'l Your worship ! 

Just. Put on your best coat, 

And let your fellow Mark go to the constable, 



® Fmmef^,], See vol. YI. p. 24. 
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And bid bim aid me with all the speed he can, 
And all the power; and provide pen and ink . 
To take their confessions, and my long sword!® 

I cannot tell what danger we may meet with. 
You’ll go with us ? 

Curio- Yes; what else? 

I came to that end to accuse both parties. 

Just. May I crave what you are ? 

Curio, ’Faith, sir, one 

That to be known would not profit you more 
Than a near kinsman of the dead Antonio’s. 

Just. ’Tis well. X am sorry for my neighbour, 
truly. 

That he had no more grace ; ’twill kill his mother : 
She is a good old woman. Will you walk in ? 

I will but put my cloak on, and my chain oif, 
And a clean band, and have my shoes black’d 
y every : - 

And shift my jerkin, and we’ll to our business ; 
And you shall' see how I can boult these matter^ 
Curio. As soon as’t please you, sir. l&eunt. 

® Long sword.] In Shakspeare's Romeo and Juliet, Capulet 
says, — “ Give me my io/ig sword ;’^ a.nd Dr Johnson remarks, 
wore? was the sword used in war, which was sometimes 
wielded with both hands." — Ed. 1778. 
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SCENE II. 


A Field, 


Enter Valebio and Ricaedo, 

Fal, This is the place; here did I leave the 
maid 

Alone last night, drying her tender eyes, 
Uncertain what to do, and yet desirous 
To have me gone. 

Ric. How rude are all we men, 

That take the name of civil to ourselves ! 

If she had set her foot upon an earth 
Where people live that we call barbarous, 
Though they had had no house to bring her to, 
They would have spoil’d the glory that the spring 
Has deck’d the trees in, 'and with willing hands 
Have torn their branches down ; and every man 
Would have become a builder for her sake. — 
Wljat time left you her here ? 

Val. I left her when the sun had so much to set, 
As he is now got from his place of rise. 

Ric. So near the night, she could not wander far. 
—Fair Viola 1 

Val. It is in vain to call ; she sought a house, 
Without ail question. 

Ric. Peace! — Fair Viola! 

Fair Viola !— Who would have left her here 


no 
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On sucli a ground r If you had meant to lose her, 
You might have found there were no echoes here 
To take her name,’ and carry it about, 

When her true lover came to mourn for her, 

Till all the neighbouring vallies and the hills 
Tlesounded Viola ; and such a place 
You should have chose! You pity us 
Because the dew a little wets our feet ; ^ 

t you had meant to lose Jicr^ 

You mig/it have found there were m echoes here 
To take her Sympson reads, 

7 / you had meant to lose hir^ # 

yoM 7night hate found where there no echoes were 
7 0 take her name ; 

bafc sorely the old text conveys the same sense.— Ed* 1778* : ■ 
Both Sympson and the last editors entirely mistake the mean-* 
ing of this passage, which is this— “ If you meant to lose her, you 
should have chosen a place where there were echoes that woulrh 
■'have resounddd^ ■her'Datne when 'her: tree ■lover s'hoiild come ■to seek '' 
her : but you might have found there were no echoes Imre, and 
therefore should not haye quitted Imr in such a place ; you shoiiid 
have chosen a spot in which all the neighbouring hills and vailies 
should have resounded, Viola . — BlasofK 
The first folio reads inches for echoes / 

® You pity us kcaiise 

; jle dmd'Ut'iieik:c*] These lines are so unworthy of our aa« 
ihors, that I can hardly think them theirs ; and I am sure the au- 
thor of Jeronimo (whom our poets, as weii as Shakspeare and Jon- 
soil, abuse) might, when they quote in derision this line of his, 

“ Who calls Jeronimo from his naked bed 
have justly retorted, 

<f >u:here wandered sks^ 

With two showers raining on her^ froin her eyes 

Ctmiinimlly ^ abundantly, from which 

There's 7ieuhcr tree nor home to shelter her T' Sampson, 

■'There is certainly some degree of conceit in this passage, hut 
H W 0 S the common failing of the age, which Fletcher is far less 
guilty of than most of his contemporaries^ Besides, a lover in the 
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(Unworthy far to seek her, in the wet!) 

And what becomes of her ? where wander’d she, 
With two' showers raining on her, from her eyes 
Continually, abundantly, from which 
There’s neither tree nor house to shelter her? — 
Will you go with me to travel ? 

VaL Whither? 

Hie. Over all the world. 

Val, No, by my faith ; I’ll mak,e a shorter jour- 
ney 

When I do travel. 

Hie. But there is no hope 
To gain niy end in any shorter way. • 

Val. Why, what’s your end ? 

Hie. It is to search the earth, 

Till we have found two in the shapes of men, 

As wicked as ourselves. 

Val. ’Twere not so hard 
To find out those. 

Hie. Why, if we find them out, 

It were the better ; for what brave villainy 
Might we four do I — We would not keep together ; 
For every one has treachery enough 
For twenty countries : One should trouble Asia ; 
Another should sow strife in Africa ; 

But you should play the knave at home in Europe; 
And, for America, let me alone. 

' Val. Sir, I am honester 

Than you know how to be, and can no more 

Be wrong’d, but I shall find myself a right. 

' Hie. If you had any spark of honesty. 

You would not think that honester than I 

distracted state of naind in which Ricardo was, might indulge in 
hyperboles somewhat extravagant, without any great olfcnce against 
nature and taste. 
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Were a praise enough to serve your turn : 

If men were commonly so bad as I, 

Thieves would be put in calendars for saints ; 

And bones of murderers would work miracles. 

I am a kind of knave, of knave so much 
There is betwixt me, and the vilest else — ■ 

But the next place of all to mine is yours. 

Viola, Nan, and Madge, until pails. 

Fr//. lliat last is she ; "tis she ! 

Ric. Let us away ; 

We shall infect her ! let her have the wind, ^ 

And we will kneel down here. 

Fwfo. Wenches, away ! , : , 

Ear/hefeire^meni;::^^ , T 

Val. Fair maid, I pray you stay. 

[Takes hold gf V i o la , . 

Fwla. Alas I' again 

Ric. Why do you lay hold on her ? 

1 pray heartily, let her go. W 

Fc/. With all my heart; I do not mean to hurt 
her. 

Ric. But stand away then ! for the purest bodies 
Will soonest take infection ; stand away ! 

But for infecting her myself, by Heaven, 

I would come there, and beat thee further off. 
Viola. I know that voice and face. 

Val. You are finely mad! 

God b’w’ye, sir ! Now you are here together, 
ni leave you so ; God send you good luck, both ! 
When you are soberer you’ll give me thanks. 

[Exit. 

Madge. Wilt thou go milk ? Come. , . 

Nan. Why dost not come ? 

Madge, She nods, she’s asleep. 

Nan. What, wert up so early } [Ricaedo kneels. 
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I think yon man’s mad to kneel there. 
Nay, come, come away.— 

Uds body, Nan, help ! she looks blkck i’ th’ face ; 
She’s in a swoon. [Viola Jaints. 

A^an. An you be a man, come hither, 

And help a woman ! 
jRic. Come thither? You are a fool. 

Nan. And you a knave and a beast, that you are. 
llic. Come hither ? ’twas my being now so near 
That made her swoon ; and you are wicked people, 
Or you would do so too; My venom eyes 
Strike innocency dead at such a. distance ; 

Here I will kneel, for this is out of distance. 

Nan. Thou art a prating ass ! there’s no good- 
^ ness in thee, 

I warrant.— How dost thou? [Viola recmtrs. 

Viola. Why, well. 

. Madge. Art thou able to go ? 

Viola. No ; pray go you and milk : If I be able 
To come. I’ll follow you ; if not, I’ll sit here 
Till you come back. 

Nan. I am loth to leave thee here with yon wild 
fool. 

■Viola. I know him well; I warrant thee he will 
not hurt me, 

Madge. Come then, Nan. [Eiceunt maids. 
Ric. How do you? Be not fearful, for I hold 
My bands before my mouth, and speak, and so 
My breath can never blast you. 

Viola. ’Twas enough 

To use me ill, though you had never sought me 
To mock me too: Why kneel you so far off? 
Were not that gesture better used in prayer? 

Had I dealt so with you, I should not sleep, 

’Till God and you had both forgiven me. 

Ric. I do not mock ; nor lives there such a villain 
Tlmt can do any thing contemptible 
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To you : But I do kneel, because it is 
An action very fit and reverent, , 

In presence of so pure a creature ; 

And so far off, as fearful to offend 
One too much wrong’d already. 

Viola. You confess you did the fault, yet scorn 
to come 

So far as hither, to ask pardon for’t; 

Which I could willingly afford to come 
To you to grant. Good sir, if you have 
A better love, may you be bless’d together 1 
She shall not wish you better than I wilL^ — 

1 but offend you ! There are all the jewels 

^hrows dotvn a casket. 
I stole ; and all the love I ever had 
1 leave behind with you ; I’ll carry none 
To give another : May the next maid you try 
Love you no worse, nor be no worse than I ! 

Rk. Do not leave me yet, for all my fault ! 
Search out the next things to impossible. 

And put me on them ; when they are effected, 

I may with better modesty receive 
Forgiveness from you. 

Viola. I will set no penance, 

To gain the great forgiveness you desire, 

But to come hither, and take me and it ' 

Or else, I’ll come and beg, so you will ^nt 
That you will be content to be forgiven 1 

[iJises.] Nay, I will come, since you will 
have it so, 

And, since you please to pardon me, I hope 
Free from infection. Here I am by you, 

A careless man, a breaker of my faith, 

A loathsome drunkard ; and in that wild fury, 

A hunter after whores 1 I do beseech you 
To pardon all these faults, and take me up 
An honest, sober, and a faithful man ! 
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Viola. For God’s sake urge your faults no more, 
but mend ! 

All the forgiveness I can make you, is, 

To love you ; which I will do, and desire 
Nothing’ but love again ; which if I have not. 
Yet I will love you still. 

Ric. Oh, women ! that some one of you will take 
An everlasting pen into your hands, 

And grave in paper (which the writ shall make 
More lasting than the marble monuments) 

Your matchless virtues to posterities ; 

Which the defective race of envious man 
Strives to conceal! ' 

Viola. Methinks I would not now, for any thing. 
But you had miss’d me ; I have made a story 
Will serve to waste many a winter’s fire, 

When we are old : I’ll tell my daughters then 
.The miseries their mother had in love, 

And say, “ My girls, be wiser !” yet I would not 
Haive had more wit myself. Take up those jewels, 
For I think I hear my fellows coming. 

Rnler Macge aad Nan wif/i their pails. 

Madge. How dost thou now-2 - 
Viola. Why, very well, I thank you. It is late ; 
Shall I haste home ? 

Nan, I pr’ythee 1 we shall be shent * soundly. 
Madge. Why does that railing man go with us ? 
Viola. I pr’ythee, speak well of him : On my 
word. 

He is an honest man 1 

Nan. There was never any so 

^ This word occurs in Hamlet, and Mr Steevens sa,js„ 

To ^liend is to treat with injurious language/— Ed. 177^? 
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On liis complexion. A gentleman ? 

I’d be ashamed to have such a foul 111011111.“^ 

[Exetmf. 


SCENE III. 


A Room in the House of Mercury’s Mother. 


Enter Mother, Alexandek, Axoeuoio* and 
Rowland. 

Mother. How now, Alexander ? What gentle- 
man is this ? 

Alex. Indeed, forsooth, I know not ; 

I found him at the market, full of woe, 

Crying a lost daughter, and telling all 
Her tokens to the people j and, what you wot? 
By all subscription in the world,’ it should be 
Our new maid Melvia ; (one would little think it !) 
Therefore I was bold to tell him of her, mistress. 
Mother. Melvia ? it cannot be, fool ! Alas, you 
know rfic ’ . 

She is a poor wench, and I too^ her in 
Upon mere charity. - 

6 sveh a foul moutli.] Tlie milk-maids understood literally, 

what Aiitcuio had said figuratively, of his breath being infectious. 

By ali subscription m the worldJ^ U Alexander was an affecter 
of hard words, I should be inclined to let this stand ; but as he 
seems throughout a sensible, good-natured fellow^ I would ciioose 
to Ted.^jldmnptwn*^S^mps0n* 

Alexa,uder is 'evidently intended for a meddUng, pragmatical 
coxcomb^ and the blunder has been restored for that reason* 
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Andr. So seem’d my daughter when she went 
As she had made herself. 

• Mother.Whzt stature was yoiir child of, sir? 

Andr. Not high, and of a brown complexion. 
Her hair auburn, a round face, which some friends. 
That flatter’d me, would say ’twould be a good one. 
Alex. This is still Melvia, mistress ; that’s the 
truth on’t ! 

Mother, It may be so, I’ll promise you. 

Alex. Well, go thy ways, the flower of our town ! 
For a hand and a foot I shall ne’er see thy fellow. 
Mother, But had she not such toys as bracelets, 
rings, and jewels ? 

Andr. She was something bold indeed, to take 
such things 

That night she left me. 

. Mother. Then belike she run away ? 

Andr. Though she be one I love, 1 dare not lie j 
She did indeed. 

Mother. W’hat think you of this jewel ? 

. Andr. Yes, this was one of them, and this was 
mine j 

You have made me a new man ! I thank you for it. 
Mother. Nay, 

An she be given to filching, there’s your jewel j ^ 
I am clear on’t. But, by your leave, sir, you 
Shall answer me for what is lost since she 
Came hither ; I can tell you there lie things 
Scattering in every place about the house. 

Alex. As I am virtuous, I have the lyingst 
Old gentlewoman to my mistress, and the most 
malicious-^ 

The devil a good word will she give a servant ; 
That’s her old rule ! and, God be thanked, they 
will 


THE COXCOMB. 


[Act V, 


.U8 

Give her as few ; there is perfect loveon both sides. 
It yearns my heart to hear the wench miscon- 
strued ; 

A careful soul she is, I’ll be sworn for her ; 

And when she’s gone, let them say what they will, 
They may cast their caps at such another. 

yhdr. What you have lost by her, with ail my 
heart 

i’ll see you double paid for ; you have saved, 

With your kind pity, two that must not live, 
Unless it be to thank you. Take this jewel ; 

This strikes off none of her offences, mistress.® 
’Would I might see her ! 

MoiAer. Alexander, run, 

And bid her make haste home ; she’s at the milk- 
ing close : 

But tell her not by any means who's here ; 

I know she’ll be too fearful. 

Well, we’ll have 

A posset yet at parting, that’s my comfort ; 

And one round, or else I’ll lose my will. 

Jndr. You shall find Silvio, Uberto, and Pedro, 
Encpiiring for the wench at the next town : 

Tell them she’s found, and where I am, 

And, with the favour of this gentlewoman. 

Desire them to come hither. 

Mother. I pray do ; they shall be all welcome. „ 

: : [Eak RoW'LAIfD. 


^ This strikes off none of her offences Sympson, totally mis- 
taking A ndr agio’s meaning* sa\s, ‘ Why then he mid his lewel for 
^ nothing*; and reads, 

’ , ^ . This strikes off one of her offences.^ mkiress* 

It did not' ocenr ,to him, that jewel was meant as a fij?, not as 

•A 
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Enter Justice, Curio, and Mark. 

Just. By your leave, forsooth ! you shall see me 
find 

The parties by a sleight. 

Mother. Who’s that ? Master Justice ? 

How do you, sir ? 

Just. Why, very well, and busy. 

Where’s your son ? 

Mother. He’s within, su‘. 

Hum ; and how does 

The young woman my cousin, that came down 
with him ? 

Mother. She’s above ; as a woman in her case 
may be. 

Just. You have confess’d it? 

Then, sirrah, call in the officers ! she’s no cousin 
of mine ; 

A mere trick to discover all ! 

Mother. To discover? what? 

Enter Mark and Officers. 

Just. You shall know that anon : I think I have 
over-reach’d you ! — Oh, welcome! Enter the house, 
and by virtue of my warrant, which you have there, 
seize upon the bodily persons of those whose 
names are there written ; to wit, one Mercury, 
and the wife of one Antonio, 

Mother. For what? 

Just. Away, I say 1 

This gentleman shall certify you for what. 

\^Exeunt Offikers. 

Mother. He can accuse my son of nothing ; 

He came from travel but within. these two days. 
ffiust. There hangs a tale, , ' 
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Mother. I sliould be sorry this should 
Pali out at any time, but especially now.— 

Sir, will you favour me so much as to let me know 
Of what you accuse him ? 

Curio. Upon suspicion of mnrdei*. 

Mother. Mm&exi I defy thee! 

Curio. I pray God he may 
Prove himself innocent. 

Just. Fy, say not so ! 

You shew yourself to be no good coininouwealth’s 
man, 

For the more are bang’d the better ’tis for the 
commonwealth. 

Mother. By this rule yoii were best hang your- 
self. 

Just. I forgive your honest mirth ever. — 

Enter Mark and Officers^ with Meucury and . 
Maria. 

Oh, welcome, welcome, Mark ! 

Your pen, ink, and paper, to take their examina- 
llilfe ■ : ' tions. ■ ' ■ 

Merc. Why do you pull me so? 111 go alone, 
lilillf " JW. Uet them stand, 

Let them stand quietly, whilst they’re examined. 
Maria. What will you examine us of? 

Just. Of Antonio’s murder. ' . 

; Merc. Why he was my friend. 

Maria. He was my husband. * 

Just. The more shame for. you both! — Mark, 

' your pen and ink. 

Mother. Pray God all be well ! I never knew 
Any of these travellers come to good. — I beseech 
you, sir, ^ . [K7t€eis, 

Be favourable to my son. 

" Just. Gentlcwoman, 
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Hold you content ; I would it were come to that ! 

Merc. For God’s sake, mother, 

Why kneel you to such a pig-bribed fellow? 

He has surfeited of geese, and they have put him 
Into a fit of justice : Let him do his worst ! 

Just. Is your paper ready ? 

Mark. 1 am ready, sir. 

U/iter Antonio, as a Post, and stands apart. 

Just. Accuse them, sir; I command thee to lay 
down accusations against these persons, in behalf 
of the state : And first look upon the parties to 
be accused, and deliver your name. 

Curio. My name is Curio ; my murder’d kinsman, 
If he were living now, I should not know him. 

It is so long since we saw one another. 

. Ant. My cousin Curio ? 

Curio. But thus much (from the mouths 
. Of his servants and others, whose examinations I 

have — 

In writing about me) I can accuse them of : 

This Mercury, the last night but this last. 

Lay in Antonio’s house, and in the night 
He rose, raising Antonio, where privately 
They were in talk an hour, to what end I know 
. . not ; 

But-of likelihood, finding Antonio’s house 
Not a fit place to murder him in, he suffer’d him 
To go to bed again ; but in the morning early 
He train’d him I think forth ; after which time 
He never saw his home. His clothes were found 
Near the place where Mercury was, and the people 
At first denied they saw him ; but at last 
They made a frivolous tale, that there he shifted 
himself 
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Into a footman’s habit : But, in short, 

The next hour this woman went to Mercury, 

And in her coach they posted hither. True accusa- 
tions 

I have no more, and I will make none. 
fusi. No more? 

We need no more. — Sirrah, be drawing 
Their mittimus, before we hear their answer. — 
What say you, sir ? are you guilty of this murder r 
Merc. No, sir. 

Just. Whether you are or no, confess ; 

It will be better for you. 

Merc. If I were 

Guilty, your rhetoric could not fetch it forth. 
But though I am innocent, I confess, that if 
I were a stander-by, these circumstances urged, 
Which are true, would make me doubtless believe 
The accused parties to be guilty. 

Jmt. Write down, 

That he being a stander-by (for so you see he is) 
Doth doubtlessly believe the accused parties, 
Which is himselt^ to be guilty, 

Merc. I say no such thing. 

Just. Write it down, I say; we’ll try that. 
Merc. 1 care not what you write.— 

Pray God you did not kill him for my love ! [Apart. 

Though I am free from this, we both deserve 

Maria. Govern your tongue, I pray yen'! all is 
well ; 

My husband lives, I know it, and I see him. 

Jmt. They whisper ! sever them quickly, I say, 
officers. 

Why do you let them prompt one another? — Gen- 
tlewoman, 

What say you to this? Are not you guilty ? 
Maria, No, as 1 hope for mercy. 
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Just. But are not 

Those circumstances true, that this gentleman 
Hath so shortly and methodically deliver’d? 
Maria. They are ; and what you do with me I 
care not, 

Since he is dead in whom was all my care. 

You knew him not ? 

Just. No, and’t been better 
For you too, an you had never known him. 
Maria. Why then, you did not know the world’s 
. chief joy : 

His face so manly, as it had been made 
To fright the world ; yet he so sweetly-temper’d, 
That he would make himself a natural fool, 

To do a noble kindness for a friend. 

He was a man whose name I'll not out-live 
Longer than Heaven, whose will must be obey’d, 
Will have me do. 

Ant. And I will quit thy kindness. {Aside. 
Just. Before me, she has made the tears 
Stand in mine eyes ; but I must be austere. — 
Gentlewoman, you must confess this murder. 

Maria. I cannot, sir ; I did it not. But I desire 
To see those examinations which this gentleman 
Acknowledges to have about him, for 
But late last night I received letters from 
The city; yet 1 heard of no confession then. 

Just. You shall see them time enough, I warrant 
you. 

But letters you say you had ; where are those 
letters ? 

Maria. Sir, they are gone. 

Just. Gone ? whither are they gone ? 

How have you disposed of ’em? 

Maria. Why, sir. 

They are for women’s matters, and so I use ’em. 
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Just. Who writ ’em? 

Mm'ia. A man of mine. 

Just. Who brought ’em ? 

Maria. A post. 

Just. A post ? there was some great haste sure : 
Ah, ha ! 

Where is that post ? 

Maria. Sir, there be stands. 

Just. Does he so? 

Bring hither that post! I am afraid that post 

Will prove a knave. — Come hither, post! W'liat, 

What can you say concerning the murder of An- 
tonio ? 

Ant. What’s that to you ? 

Just. Oh, post, you have no answer, ready, have 
you? 

ni have one from you. 

Ant. You shall have no more from me than you, 
have. 

You examine an honest gentleman and gentle- 
woman here ! 

’Tis pity such fools as you should be i’ th’ commis- 
sion. 

Just. Say you so, post r — Take away that post ! 
whip him, . i 

And bring him again quickly.---ii|fj^.|((ipper you, 
post. .4 .is-"'' 

Merc. ’Tis Antonio ; I know him now as -well — 

What an irregular fool is this ! 

Ant. Whip me? hold off! 

Maria. Oh, good sir, whip him i By his mur- 
muring 

He shpuld know sometlmigof ray husband’s death, 

That may quit me ; For God’s sake, fetch it out I 
whip him, 1 say ! 

[Antonio throws off his disguise. 
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A7it. Who is’t that dares whip me now ? 
Mm'ia._ Oh, my loved husband ! 

Jiferc. My most worthy friend ! 

Where have you been so loug? 

Ant. I cannot speak for joy ! 

Ju&t. W’^h}'-, what’s the matter now? and shall 
not law; 

Then have her course ? 

Andr. It shall have no other course 
Than, it has, I think. 

Just. It shall have other course 
Before I go, or I’ll beat my brains : And I say 
It was not honestly done of him to discover 
Himself before the parties accused were executed. 
That law might have had her course ; for then 
The kingdom' flourishes. 

Ant. But such a wife as thou had never any man ; 
•And such a friend as he, believe me, wife. 

Shall never be ! Good wife, love my friend ; 
Triend, love my wife. Hark, friend ! 

Just. Mark, 

If we can have nothing, to do, you shall swear 
The peace of somebody. 

Mark. Yes, sir. 

Ant. By my troth, 

I am sorry my wife is so obstinate : 

, -Sooth, if I could yet do thee any good, 

I wouM, i’faith I would. 

Merc. I thank you, sir ; 

I have lost that passion. 

Ant. Cousin Curio, 

You and I must be better acquainted. 

Curio. It is my wish, sir. 

Ant. I should not haye known you neither, ’tis 
so long 

Since we saw each other ; We were but children 
then : 
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But you have sliew’d yourself an honest man to me. 
Curio. I would be ever so. 

Enter Ricasdo andYioi.A, 


Mother. Look you ! who’s there ? 

Andr. Say nothing to me; for thy peace is 
made. 

Ric. Sir, I can nothing say, 

But that you are her father ; 3'ou can both 
Not only pardon, when you have a wrong, 

But love where you have receivetl most injury. 

Just. I think I shall hear of no hanging this year ! 
There’s a tinker and a whore yet, the crier said, 
That robb’d her, and are in prison j I hope 
They shall be bang’d. 

Jndr. No, truly, sir, they have broke prison. 
Just. ’Tis no matter ; then the jailor shall be 


Andr. 


hang’d. 


sjr; 


twas 




You are deceived in that top 
known 

To be against his will, and he hath got 
His pardon ; I think, for nothing ; 

But if’t doth cost him any thing, Til pay it. 
Just. Mark, up with your papers ; away ! 
Merc. Oh, '■ 

You shall stay dinner ; I have a couple of brawl 

1 rSj^ 

That 111 assilF you will not agree, 

And you shall have the hearing of their matter. 
Just. With all my heart. 

' Merc. Go, gentlemen, go in. 

jRfe Oh, Viola, that no succeeding age 
Might lose the memory of what thou wert ! 

But such an overswayed sex is yours, 

That all the virtuous actions you can do 
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Are but as men will call them : And I swear, 

’Tis my belief, that women want but ways 
To praise their deeds, but men want deeds to 
praise. [Exemf, 








THE CAPTAIN", 


Tins Comedy was, accord! tig to Oldys^s notes on Langbaine, 
acted at court 20th Blay, two years before the death of Beau- 
mont, by the king’s company under Hemings. This would lead us 
to suppose that both our poets were engaged in the construction of 
it; but the prologue, which, from internal evidence, may be pro- 
nounced the original one, speaks so decidedly of one author only, 
that we cannot hesitate to subscribe to its aulhoiity. Hill and 
Gardiner give it to Fletcher; and their testimony is very strongly 
corroborated by the general texture of the characters and the ver- 
sification. This seems to invalidate the generally received opinion, 
that during Beaumont’s lifetime, he shared with Fletcher in the 
toraposition of all his plays, the Faithful Shepherdess alone ex- 
cepted. The preceding play in the present volume was .also per- 
formed in lSl3, on the same authority; but there the prologue 
as decidedly speaks of two authors. To pronounce therefore The 
Captain the sole production of Fletcher does not appear to be 
too bold a decision. . Hills and Gardiner are no great authority, 
and they frequently mention plays as Fletcher’s which were the 
joint labours of our poets ; but they would hardly hate ascribed 
a play to him which was Beaumont’s sole composition, and it must 
have been his if it had not been the unassisted work of his friend. 

Nor is Beaumont’s well-established fame much affected by de- 
nying him a share in this comedy, which is far from being one 
of the best in these volumes, and which appears to have been 
entirely neglected in the last century. The excellence of many 
parts no one will dispute, but the story is of sucii a nature as 
must always fail to please. The principal plot wants probability, 
and the under-plot is of too horrid and disgusting a nature to be 
tolerated by almost any audience. The . character of Lelia may 
have had, and may have at present, its prototype in nature. She 
is perhaps the best portrait of an artful courtezan ; and the scenes 
in which she regains the affections of Julio, and conquers those of 
Angelo, are far superior, in point of true colouring, to any thing 
in George Barnwell. But the detestable entertainment of her own 



fatiher must cause every mind to revolt ; and when the poet at the 
Smdusion tells us that the intention of lus play was to show the 

(such i Hyppolita in the Custom of the Country, though she 
Seeds them all in infamy. Such a character may be b.,rne m a 
domestic tragedy, but her crimes are far too seiious fw a comedy. 
It is pleasant to turn from this revolting part of the, play to 
others in which we find some things to censure, but much to com- 
mend. One objection to the plot has been alread) noticed, its 
want of probability. To this must be added a considerable coldii^ess 
and want of interest in the incidents. That trank should have be- 
come enamoured of such a repulsive, peevish character Jacomo, 
is not without the bounds of possibilit}^^ bill it certamly renders 
our interest in her fate less strong, and the means which are re- 
sorted to to extort a return of affection from him, at best reader 
him ridiculous,. and consequently their union happens witoout the 
reader greatly rejoicing in the consunimation of the * wishes. 
On the other hand, in point of delineation of character, the angry 
soldier may challenge comparison with most personihcations ot 
humour in the plays of Jonson and his contemporaries. The play- 
ful dialogues too between Clora and Frank, though containing 
matter very offensive to the chaster ears of our days, are full ol that 
sportive liilarity of Fletcher's muse which renders many ol Ins co-, 
medics so attractive. 


PROLOGUE. 

To please you with this play, we fear, will be 
(So does the author too) a mystery 
Somewhat above our art ; for all men^s eyes. 

Ears, faiths, and judgments, are not of one size. 
For, to say truth, and not to flatter ye. 

This is nor comedy, nor tragedy. 

Nor history, nor any thing that may 
(Yet in a week) be made a perfect play : 

Yet those that love to laugh, and those that think 
Twelve-pence* goes further this way than in drink, 
Or damsels, if they mark the matter through, 

May stumble on a foolish toy, or two, 

Will make ’em shew their teeth. Pray, for my sake, 
(That likely am your first man) do not take 
A distaste before you feel it ; for ye may, 

When this is hiss’d to ashes, have a play. 

And here, to out-hiss this : Be patient then. 

My honour done, you’re welcome, gentlemen I 


^ Tieetve’‘pence.'] This ijs the same price of admission to the theatre which 
Is mentioned in the prologue to the Mad Lover, vol, JV* p, 139* gee on this 
subject vol* II, p. IS, lOj, SS3, and vol. IV. p. 9, 
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DEAMATIS PEIlSONiE 

i Julio, a noble gentleman, in Ime tcith Leila. 

1 Angelo, a gentleman, friend to Julio. 

^ t'a;o cowardly gulls. 

^ P ISO, ) ^ y 

i Frederick, a gentleman, brother to Frank. 
i Jacomo, an angry captain, a woman-hater, 
i Fabritio, a merry soldier, friend to Jacomo. 

Father to Lelia, an old poor gentleman. 

Host. 

Vintner. , ■ i 

Drawers. 

Servants. 

I Frank, to Frederick, a lady passionately in lose « 
'y with Jacomo. , • 

4 sister toFabritio, awittycompanm to Frank. 

4 Lelia, a cunning wanton midm. 

Waking-woman. 

Maid-sei'vants. 


'>S' 








Venice.' 

The principal Actors were — 

Richard Burbage, William Ostler,* . 

Henry Condel, Alexander Cooke. 

Fob 167^. 






i * The second folio reads, “ Setae, Venice, It does BOf, 

howtaw, appear that the scene is changed from Venice daring the , ' J ^ 
whol^ctam^of th^^play. ^ ^ ^ ' V 





THE CAPTAIN. 


ACT I. SCENI! L 


The Street. 


Enter Lodovico and Piso. 

Lad. The truth is, Piso, so she be a woman, 
And rich and wholesome, let her be of what 
Condition and qomplexion it please, 

She shall please me, I am sure: Those men are 
fools ' 

That make their eyes their choosers, not their 
‘ needs. 

Piso. Methinks, I would have her honest too, 
and handsome. 

Lod. Yes, if I could have both; but since they are 
Wishes so near impossibilities. 

Let me have that that may be. 

Piso, If it were so, 

I hope your conscience would not be so nice 
To start at such a blessing. 

•. Zod’, l!?o, believe me, 
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[Act I. 


, I do not think I should. 

Piso. But thou wouldst be, . 

I do not doubt, upon the least suspicion, 
tJnmercifully jealous. 

JLod. No, t should not ; 

For I believe those mad that seek vexations: 

A wife, though she be honest, is a trouble. 

Had I a wife as fair as Helen was, 

That drew so many cuckolds to her cause. 

These eyes should see another in my saddle 
Ere I believe my beast would carry double. 

Ptso. So should not I, by’r lady ! and I think 
My patience (by your leave) as good as yours. 
Report would stir me mainly, I am sure on’t 
JLod. Report? youare unwise; report is nothing; 
For if there were a truth in what men talk, 

(I mean of this kind) this part of the world 
I am sure would be no more call’d Christendom. 
Piso. What then? 

Lod. Why, Cuckoldom; for we should lose 
Our old faiths clean, and hold their new opinions: 
If talk could make me sweat, before I would marry, 
I’d tie a surer knot, and hang myself. 

I tell thee, there was never woman yet, 

(Nor never hope there shall be) though a saint. 
But she has been a subject to men’s tongues, 

And in the worst sense : And that desperate hus«, 
band, 

That dares give up his peace, and follow rumours,* 
(Which he shall find too busy, if he seek ’em) 
Beside the forcing of himself an ass, 

He dies in chains, eating himself with anger. 

Pm, Having these antidotes against opinion, 


lows.] Tlid variation in tlie text was made ip IfiO* 
"7etsation"'is" 'on "tbe subject of rcporij ''for^ wbiieh 
consequently geimine.—Ed* 



The whole 
rumour is 
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I would marry any one ; an arrant whore. 

Lod. Thou dost not feel the nature of this 
physic ; 

Which I prescribe not to beget diseases, 

But, where they are, to stop them. 

Piso. I conceive you : 

What think’st thou, thy way, of the widow Lelia ? 
Isd. ’Faith, thou hast found out one, I must 
confess, 

Would stagger my best patience : From that wo> 
man, 

As I would bless myself from plagues and surfeits. 
From men of war at sea, from storms, and quick- 
sands. 

From hearing treason and concealing it. 

From daring of a madman, or a drunkard. 

From heresy, ill wine, and stumbling post-horse. 
So would I pray each morning, and each night, 
(And if I said each hour, I should not lie) 

To be deliver’d of all these in one, 

The woman thou hast named. 

Piso. Thou hast set her in a pretty litany, 

JuEio, Angeeo, FbMer, 

Ang. Pray take my counsel. 

,, Jul. When I am myself, - s 

I’ll hear you any way ; love me though thus, 

As thou art honest, which I dare not be, 

Lest I despise myself. Farewell ! [Emt. 

Piso. [2b the Father.'] Do you hear, my friend ? 
Sir ! are you not a setter 
For the fair widow here, of famous memory? 
Father. {^Apart.] Ha ! am I taken for a bawd ? 
Oh, God! 

To mine'own child too ? Misery, I thank thee, 
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That keep’st me from their knowledge. — Sir, be- 
lieve me, 

I understand you not. 

Lod. You love plain-dealing : 

Are you not parcel bawd ? ® Confess your function j 
It may be, we would use it. 

Father. Were she worse, 

(As I fear strangely she is ill enough) 

I would not hear this tamely. 

Piso. ' Here’s a shilling, 

To strike good luck withal. 

Father. Here is a sword, sir. 

To strike a knave withal : Thou best, and basely, 
Be what thou wilt ! \Strikes him, 

Jng. Why, how now, gentlemen r 
Father. You are many ;,X shall meet you, sir, 
again, 

And make you understand, you have wrong’d a 
woman 

Compared with whom thy mother was a sinner. 
Farewell ! [Exit. 

Piso. He has amazed me. 

Ang. With a blow. ^ 

By’r lad}’’, ’twas a sound one ! Are ye good 
At taking knocks ? I shall know ye hereafter. 
You were to blame to tempt a man so far, 

Before you knew him certain. He has not hurt ye?. 
Piso. No, I think. 

Ij}d. We were to blame indeed to go so far ; 

For men may be mistaken ; If he had swinged us, 
Hehad served us right. Beshrew my heart, I think. 
We have done the gentlewoman as much wrong 
too; 

* Ah you not parcel hatodf] Parcel, thougb now obsolete, was 
a common abverb in the days of our poets, and equivalent to 
purtly. ' ■ ‘ 
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For hang tne if I know her, 

In my particular. 

Pwo. I^or I. This ’tis to credit 
Men’s idle tongues : I warrant they have said 
As much by our two mothers. 

JLod. Like enough. 

Ang. I see a beating now and then does more 
Move and stir up a man’s contrition 
Than a sharp sermon; here probatum est. 

Enter Fbederick and Servant. 

Sere. What shall I tell your sister ? 

Fred. Tell her this ; 

Till she be better conversation’d, 

And leave her walking by herself, and whining 
To her old melancholy lute, I’ll keep 
As far from her as the gallows. [Exit Servant 
Ang. Who’s that? Frederick? 

Fred. Yes, marry is’t. Oh, Angelo, how dost 
thou ? 

I S does my mistress? 

I think; but not with you^ 
I can assure yom Saw you Fabritio? 

Ang. Is be come over ? 

Fred. Yes, a week ago : 

Shall we dine ? ' 

Angr I cannot. 

Fred. Pr’ythee do. 

Ang. Believe me, I have business. 

Fred. Have you too, gentlemen ? 

Fiso. No, sir. 

Fred. Why then, let’s dine together. 

Lod. With all ray heart. 

Fred. Go then. Farewell, good Angelo. 
Commend me to your friend, 

^ng. I- will. {Exeunt. 
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SCENE IL 


A Room in Frederick’s House, 


Enter Frank and Clora. 

Clora. Do not dissemble, Frank; mine eyes are 
quicker 

Than such observers, that do ground their faith 
Upon one smile or tear : You are much alter’d, 
And are as empty of those excellencies 
That were companions to you, (I mean mirth, 
And free disposure of your blood and spirit) 

As you were born a mourner. 

Frank. How, I pr’y thee ? 

For I perceive no such change in myself. 

Clora. Come, come, this is not wise, nor pro- 
vident. 

To haft before a cripple. If you love, 

Be liberal to your friend, and let her know it : 

I see the way you run, and know how tedious ^ 
’Twill prove without a true companion. " 

Frank. Sure thou wouldst have me love. 

Clora. Yes, marry would I; 

I should not please you else. 

Frank. And who, for God’s sake ? 

For I assure myself, I know not yet: 

And pr’y thee, Clora, since thou’lt have it so 
That I must love, and do I know not what, 

Let him be held a pretty handsome fellow, 

And young ; and it he be a little valiant. 
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’Twill be the better ; and a little wise, 

And, ’faith, a little honest. 

C^ra. Well, I will sound you yet, for all your 
craft. [j^side, 

Frank. Heigh-ho ! I’ll love no more. 

Clara. Than one ; and him 
You shall love, Frank. 

Frank. Which him ? Thou art so wise, 

People will take thee shortly for a witch. 

But, pr’y thee' tell me, Clora, if I were 

So mad as thou wouldst make me, what kind of man 

Wouldst thou imagine him? 

Clora. ’Faith, some pretty fellow, 

With a clean strength, that cracks a cudgel well, 

And dances at a wake, and plays at nine-holes. 

Frank. Oh, God ! 

What pretty commendations thou hast given him ! 
’Faith, if I were in love (as, 1 thank God, 

I do not think I am) this short epistle 
Before my love, would make me burn the legend. 
Clora. You are too wild : I mean, some gentle- 
man. 

Frank. So do not I, till I can know ’em wiser. 

Some gentleman? No, Clora, till some gentleman 
Keep some land, and fewer whores, believe me, 

I’ll keep no love for him : I do not long 
To go a-foot yet, and solicit causes. , 

Clora. What think you then of an adventurer ? 

I mean some wealthy merchant. 

Frank. Let him venture 

In some decay’d crare of his own ; ^ He shall not 
Rig me out, that’s the short on’t. Out upon’t ! 

What young thing of my years would endure 
To have her husband in another country, 

^ In some decayed crare cif Ms own. 1 Thus rightly reads the ;; 
cc^y of l64f. The editor of l679 has corrupted the passage. 
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Withia a month after she is married. 

Chopping for rotten raisins, and lie pining 
At home, under the mercy of his foreman ? No ; 
Though they be wealthy, and indifferent wise, 

I do not see that I am bound to love ’em. 

Chra. I see you are hard to please \ yet I will 
please you. 

Frank. Taith, not so hard neither, if consider’d 

thoBgb at the same time I own he has well explained it ; for thus 
he reads, 

In some decayed crare or car rack : 

Crave here signifies just what carrach does, being the name of a 
trading vessel then, though I believe at this time ^tis entirely dis* 
used* 

Mr Warhurton I hope will -pardon me, if after him I endeavour 
to correct a passage in Cymbeline from this line in our authors, 
act iv* scene li. 

BeL Oky Melancholy ! 

Who €t’cr yet could ^nd 

The ooze to shew what coast thy sluggish care 
Might easiest hai'bour in^ 

This reading our great critic judiciously rejects, and gives the pas- 
sage thus, 

— thy sing gisfi c^Lixacky 

Which certainly continues and completes the metaphor ; but we 
may yet come much nearer the traces of the letters, by reading 

, thus, ' • ' , ' ■ 

what coast thy stuggkk crare 

Might easiest harbour in* Sympson*. 

Mr Sympsoii is wrong in bis assertion about the lection of the 
second folio, for that exhibits 

Some decayed A or car rack ^ kc. 

Common sense and the first folio both authorise crare, — Mr Stec* 
vens adopts Sympson's variation in Cymbeline; and adds, ‘ A crere, 
says idle author of The Jlemai^ is a small trading vessel, called in 
the Latin of the middle ages crayera* — Ed. 1778. 

Naraerous instances of the use of this word from contemporary 
authors may he fouud^ inlked^s Sitakspeare, XYIIL 574. ■ 
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What woman may deserve as she is worthy. 

But why do we bestow our time so idly r 
Pr’ythee, let’s entertain some other talk ; 

This is as sickly to me as faint weather. 

Clara. Now I believe I shall content you, Frank: 
What think you of a courtier 
Franlt. ’Faith, so ill, 

That, if I should be full, and speak but truth, 
Twoul.d shew as if I wanted charity. 

Pr’ythee, good wench, let me not rail upon ’em ; 
Yet I have an excellent stomach, and must do it : 
I have no mercy of these inhdels. 

Since I am put in mind on’t ; good, bear with me. 
Clara. Can no man fit you? I will find him out. 
Frafik. This summer-fruit, that you call courtier, 
While you continue cold and frosty to him, 

Hangs fast, and may be sound ; but when you fling 
Too full a heat of your affections 
Upon this root, and make him ripe too soon, 
You’ll find him rotten in the handling : 

His oaths and his affections are all one 
With his apparel, things to set him off ; 

He has as many mistresses as faiths, 

And all apocrypha ; his true belief 
Is only in a private surgeon : 

And, for my single self, Fd sooner venture 
A new conversion of the Indies, 

'Than to.make courtiers able men, or honest. 

Clora. I do believe you love no courtier ; 

And, by my troth, to guess you into love 
With any I can think of, is beyond 
Either your will, or my imagination : 

And yet I am sure you’re caught, and I will know 
... him. — 

There’s none left now worthy the thinking of, 

^ * Hangs fast and may found.] Corrected in IfoO. 
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Unless it be a soldier ; and, I am sure, 

I would ever bless myself from such a fellow. 
Frank. Why, pr’ythee ? 

Clara. Out upon ’em, firelocks ! 

They are nothing in the world but buff and scarlet, 
Tough unhewn pieces, to back swords upon ; 

I had as lieve be courted by a cannon, 

As one of those. 

Frank. Thou art too malicious ; 

Upon my faith, niethinks they’re worthy men.^ 
Clara. Say you so? I’ll pull you on a little fur- 
then l^Aside.'] 

What worth can be in those men, whose profession. 
Is nothing in the world but drink and damn me? 
Out of whose violence they are possess’d 
With legions of unwholesome whores and quarrels? 
I am of that opinion, and will die in’t, 

There is no understanding, nor can be, , , 

In a soused soldier. 

Frank. Now ’tis ignorance, 

I easily perceive, that thus provokes thee, 

And not the love of truth. I’ll lay my life, 

If God had made thee man, thou hadst been a 
coward. 

Clara. If to be valiant, be to be a soldier, 

I’ll tell you true, I had rather be a coward ; 

I am sure with less sin. 

Frank. This heresy 

Must be look’d- to in time ; for if it spread, 

’Twill grow too pestilent. Were I a scholar, 

I would so hamper thee for thy opinion, 

That, ere I left, I would write thee out of credit 
With all the world, and make thee not believed 
Even in indifferent things ; that I would leave thee 
A reprobate, dut of the state of honour. 

By all good things, thou hast flung aspersions 
So like a fool (for I am angry with thee) 
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UpoH a sort of men, that, let me tell thee, 

Thy mother’s mother would have been a saint 
Had she conceived a soldier ! They are people 
(I may commend ’em, while I speak but truth) 
Of all the old world, only left to keep 
Mari as he was, valiant and virtuous. 

They are the model of those men, whose honours 
We heave our hands at when we hear recited. 
Clara. They are, 

And I have all I sought for : ’Tis a soldier 
You love (hide it no longer); you have betray’d 
yourself! 

Come, I have found your way of commendations. 
And what I said was but to pull it from you. 
Frank. ’Twas pretty ! Are you grown so cun- 
ning, Clora? 

I grant I love a soldier ; but what soldier 
Will be a new task to you. But all this, 

I do imagine, was but laid to dra,w me 
Out of my melancholy. 

Clara. I will have the man, 

Ere I forsake you. 

Frank. I must to my chamber. 

CVow. May not I go along ? 

Frank. Yes ; but, good wench. 

Move me no more with these fond questions ; 
They work like rhubarb with me. 

Clara. Well, I will not 


[Ex'eunt. 
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SCENE IIL 


A Room in the House of Lelia. 

Enter Lelia mid her Waiting-Woman. 

Lelia. How now ! who was that you stay’d t© 
speak withal ? 

The old man, forsooth. 

JLe/ia. What old man ? 

Woman. The poor old man, 

That uses to come hither; he that you call father. 

ie/ia. Have you dispateh’d Mm ? 

Woman. No; he would fain speak with you. 

Lelia. Wilt thou neveiTearn more manners, than 
to draw in 

Such needy rascals to disquiet me? 

Go, answer him, I will not be at leisure. 

Woman. He will needs speak with you; and^ 
good old man ! 

He weeps so, that, by my troth, 1 have not 
The heart to deny him. Pray let him speak witlT 
you. 

Lelia. Lord 1 

How tender-stomach’d you are grown of late ! 
You are not in love with him, are you? If you be, 
Strike up the match ; you shall have three pounds 
And a pair of blankets ! Will you go answer him ? 

Woman. Pray let him speak with you ; he’ll not, 
away else. , 
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Lelia. Well, let him in then, if there be no re- 
■-medy. {Exit Woman. 

I thank God, I am able to abuse him ; 

I shall ne’er come clear else of him.— 

Re-enter Woman, with Father, 

Now, sir; what is your business? Pray be short ; 
For I have other matters, of more moment, 

To call me from you. 

Father. If you but look upon me like a daughter. 
And keep that love about you that makes good 
A father’s hope, you’ll quickly find my business, 
And what I wQuld say to you, and, before 
I ask, will be a giver ; Say that sleep, 

(I mean that love) or be but numb’d within you, 
The nature of my want is such a searcher, t 
And of so mighty power, that, where he finds 
This dead forgetfulness, it. works so strongly, 
That if the least heat of a child’s affection 
Remain unperish’d, like another nature, 

It makes ail new again ! Pray do not scorn tne. 
Nor seem to make yourself a greater business 
Than my relieving. 

Lelia. If you were not old, 

I should laugh at you! What a vengeance ails you, 
-To be so childish to imagine me 
A founder of old fellows?^ — Make him drink, 
wench; 

And if there be any cold meat in the buttery, 
Give him some broken bread, and that, and rid him. 
Father. Is this a child’s love r or a recompense 

s A founder of aid fellom.l Mr Syrapson proposes reading 
fondler for founder ; but the latter word is certainly right, and very 
good sense, alluding to charitable foundations. — Ed. 1778. 

Fieicher is remarkably fond of using this allusion. See, foria- 
staece, vol. If. p, S5. ' 


THE CAPTAIN. 


[Act I. 


T4S: 

Fit for a father’s care ? Ob, Lelia,^ _ ^ 

Had I been thus unkind, thou hadst n(4 been, 

Or like me, miserable! But ’tis impo^ible 
Nature should die so utterly within thee, ^ 
And lose her promises ; Thou art one of those 
She set her stamp more excellently on. 

Than common people, as foretelling lee 
A general example of her goodness. 

Or! say she could lie, yet Religion 

fFor love to parents is religious) 

Would lead thee right again : Look well upon me ; 
I am the root that gave thee nouiishment, _ 
And made thee spring fair ; do not let me perish. 
Now I am old and sapless. 

Lelia. As I live, 

I like you far worse now you grow thus holy . 

I grant you are my father ; am I therefore 
Bound to consume myself, and be a beggar 

Still in relieving you ? I do hot feel 

Anv such mad compassion yet within me. 

Father, I gave up all my state, to make your s 

Lelia. Twas as you ought to do; and now you 
cry for’t, . 

As children do for babies, back again. 

Father. How wouldst thou have me live 
Lelia. I would not have you; 

Nor know no reason fathers should desire^ ^ 
To live, and be a trouble, when [their] children 
Are able to inherit ; let them die ; _ 

’Tisbfit, and look’d for, that they should do so. 
Father. Is this your comfort ? 

Lelia, All that I feel yet. 

Father. I Will not curse thee 


« TVhen children.^ J have inserted their for the sake both of the 
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Ldia. If you do, I care not. 

Fatherl Pray you give me leave to weep. 

Leila. Why, pray take leave, 

If it be for your ease. . 

Thy mother died 

(Sweet peace be with her !) in a happy time, 
Leila. She did, sir, as she ought to do ; ’wouldyoii 
Would take the pains to foltow ! What should you, 
Or any old man do, wearing away 
In this world with diseases, and desire 
Only to live to make their children scourge-sticks, 
And hoard up mill-money ? ’ •dVXethinks, a marble 
Lies quieter upon an old man’s head 
Than a cold fit o’ th’ palsy. 

Father. Oh, good God ! 

To what an impudence, thou wretched woman. 
Hast thou begot thyself again ! Well, Justice 
Will punish disobedience. 

Leila, You mistake, sir ; 

’Twill punish beggars. Fy for shame ! go work. 
Or serve; you are grave enough to be a porter 
In some good man of worship’s house, and give 
Sententious answers to the comers-in ; 

(A pretty place !) or be of some good consort. 
You had a pleasant touch o’ th’ cittern once,® 


^ Mill-monc}j7\ It would appear that milled sixpences were used 
for counters to cast up money, which explains the allusion in the 
text* To this purpose Steevens quotes from Davenanfs New's from 
Plymouth^ ' ' " 


A few milVH dxfcnceSi with which my purser casts accompt/^ 

3 he of some good comovt^ 

You had a pleasant touch tJi cittern onceJ] The modern 
editors read cowcerf, but not with accuracy* A consort musir 
dans meant a company, or band of them. Mason has also observed 
this mistake, and has quoted three instances to support his opinion, 
two from Wit at several Weapons, where the word is.used. as in,, 
the text, and one from the Queen of Corinth, where it stands for 
a company, 


4 ^ 1 ^ .f ^ 


150 


THE CAPTAIN-. [Act I. 

If idleness have not bereft you of it ; 

Be any thing but old and beggarly, V 
Two snis that ever do out-gTow compassion. 

If I might see you offer at a course 

That were a likely one, and shew’d some profit, 

I w'ould hot stick for ten groats, or a noble.® 
Father. Did I beget this woman r 
Ze&. Nay, I know not ; 

And, till I know, I will not thank you fort : 
However, he that got me had the pleasure, 

And that, methinks, is a reward sufficient. 

ThrAer. 1 am so strangely strucken with amaze- 
ment, 

I know not where I am, nor what I am. 

Ze/w. You had best take fresh air somewhere 
else ; ’twill bring you 
Out of your trance the sooner. 

Father. Is aii this 
As you mean, Lelia ? 

Lelia. Yes, believe me, is it ; 

For yet 1 cannot think you are so foolish. 

As to imagine you are young enough 
To be my heir, dr I so old to make 
A nurse at these years for you, and attend 
While you sup up my state in penny pots 
Of malmsey. When I am excellent at caudles, 
And cullices,' and have enough spare gold 
To boil away, you shall be welcome to me"; 

’Till when. I’d have you be as merry, sir, 

As you can make yourself with that you have, 
And leave to trouble me with these relations, 

Of what you have been to me, or you are ; 

For as I hear them, so I lose them. This, 

^ This coin passed for Sr/» 

* This restorative broth has been before ciJIodeci to 

ill tiiese plays, i 
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For aught I know yet, is my resolution. 

Father.’ Well, God be with thee ! for I fear thy 
end 

Will be a strange example. [Es:it. 

Ze/ifl. Fare you well, sir !: — • 

Now would some poor tender-hearted fool have 
wept, 

Relented, and have been undone : Such children 
(I thank my understanding) I hate truly ; 

For, by my troth, I had rather see their tears 
Than feel their pities ! My desires and ends 
Are ail the kindred that I have, and ft 

Enter Woman. 

Is he departed ? 

Woman. Yt^; but here’s another. 

Lelia. Not of his tribe, I hope : Bring me no 
more, 

I would wish you, such as he is. If thou seest 
They look like men of worth, and state, and carry 
Ballast of both sides, like tall gentlemen,® 

Admit ’em ; but no snakes to poison us 
With poverty. Wench, you must learn a wise rule ; 
Look not upon the youths of men, and making, 
How they descend in blood, nor let their tongues, 
(Though they strike suddenly and sweet as music) 
Corrupt thy fancy : See, and say them fair too. 
But ever keep th3?self without their distance. 
Unless the love thou swallow’st be a pill , 

Gilded, to hide the bitterness it brings ; 

Then fall on without feai| wench ; yet so wisely 
That one encounter clOy him not; nor promise 
His love hath made thee more his, than his monies : 

“ Tall gentlemen.'] Tall is continually used in these plays for 
slgut, brave. : : 
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Learn this, and thrive ; then let thine honour ever 
(For that’s the last rule) be so stood up'on, 

That men may fairly see 

’Tis want of means, not virtue, makes thee fall ; 
And if you weep, ’twill be a great deal better, 
And draw on more compassion, which includes 
A greater tenderness of love and bounty : 

This is enough at once; digest it well. 

Go, let him in, wench, if he promise profit, 

Not else. — 

Enter Jvhio, 


Oh, you are welcome, my fair servant ! ^ 
Upon my troth, I have been longing for you. 
Woman. This, by her rule, should be a liberal 


man 


[Exit. 


I see, the best on’s may learn every day. 

There’s none come with you ? 

Julio. No. 

Leila. You do the wiser ; 

For some that have been here (I name no man), 
Out of their malice, more than truth, have done me 
Some few ill offices. 

Julio. How, sweet? 

Lelia. Nay, nothing ; 

Only have talk’d a little wildly of me, 

As their unruly youth directed ’em ; 

Which, though they bite me not, I would have 
wish’d 

Had lit upon some other that deserved ’em. 


M^fair servant !] Tliat scrmnf, in these playsj means a pri» ^ 
vileged admirer has been alread}^ observed* . An. apposite iUnstra-, 
tiou of the term occurs in Eawlins's Rebellion : 

Giomnno. May I not call her mistress f 

dnionio» Yes^ as ,a servant^ far from the thoughts o'! wedlock; 
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Julio. Though she deserve this of the loosest 
tongue, 

(Which makes my sin the more) I must not see it ; 
Such is my misery. lAside.l — I would I knew him ! 

Lelia No, no; let him go; 

He is not worth your anger.— I must chide you 
For being such a stranger to your mistress ; 

Why would you be so, servant ? 

Julio. I should chide, 

If chiding would work any thing upon you, 

For being such a stranger to your servant ; 

I mean, to his desires ; When, my dear mistress, 
Shall I be made a happy man ? {Kisses her. 

Lelia. Fy, servant! 

What do you mean ? Unhand me; or, by Heaven, 
I shall be very angry 1 This is rudeness. 

Julio. Twas but a kiss or two, that thus offends 
you. _ 

Lelia. ’Twas more, I think, than you have war- 
rant for. 

Julio. I am sorry I deserved no more. 

Lelia. You may ; 

But not this rough way, servant ; WY are tender, 
And ought in all to be respected so. 

If I hafl been your horse, or whore, you might 
Back me with this intemperance ! I thought 
You had loved as worthy men, whose fair affections 
Seek pleasures warranted, not pull’d by violence. 
Do so no more. 

Julio. I hope you are not angry? 

Lelia. I should be with another man, lam sure, 
That durst appear but half thus violent, 

Julio. I did not mean to ravish you. 

Lelia. You could not. 
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Methinks this shadow, 

If you had so much shame as fits a woman, 

(At least, of your way, mistress) long ere this 
Had been laid off to me that understand you. 

Lelia. That understand me ? Sir, you understand, 
Nor shall, no more of me than modesty 
Will, without fear, deliver to a stranger : 

You understand I am honest ; else, I tell you, 
(Though you were better far than J ulio) 

You and your understanding are two fools. 

But, were we saints, thus we are still rewarded : 

I see that woman had a pretty catch on’t, 

That had made you the master of a kindness, 

She durst not answer openly. Oh, me ! 

How easily we women may be cozen’d ! 

I took this Julio, as I have a faith, 

(This young dissembler, with the sober vizard) 
For the most modest-temper’d gentleman, 

The coolest, quietest, and best companion, 

For such an one I could have wish’d a woman--— — 
Julio. You have wish’d me ill enough o’ con- 
science j 

hfake me no worse, for shame ! I see, the more 
I work by way of service to obtain you, 

You work the more upon me. Tell me truly 
(While I am able to believe a woman. 

For, if you use me thus, that faith will perish) 
What is your end f and whither will you }5ull me ? 
Tell me ; but tell me that 1 may not start at, 

And have a cause to curse you. 

Lelia, Bless me, goodness ! 

To curse me, did you say, sir? Let it be 
For too much loving you then; such a curse 
Kill me withal, and I shall be a martyr. 

You have found a new Way to reward my doting, 
And, I confess, a fit one for my folly; 
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For you yourself, if you have good within you, 
And dare be master of it, know how dearly 
This heart hath held you ever. Oh, good God, 
That I had never seen that false man’s eyes, 

That dares reward me thus with fears'^ and curses ! 
Nor never heard the sweetness of that tongue, 
That will, when this is known, yet cozen women I 
Curse me, good Julio, curse me bitterly ; 

(I do deserve it for my confidence) 

And I beseech thee, if thou hast a goodness 
Of power yet in thee to confirm thy wishes, 
Curse me to earth ! for what should I do here. 
Like a decaying flower, still withering 
Under his bitter words, whose kindly heat 
Should give ray poor heart life ? No, curse me. 
Julio ! 

Thou canst not do me such a benefit 
As that, and well done, that the Heavens may^ 
hear it. 

Julio, Oh, fair tears ! were you but as 

ehaste as subtle, 

Like bones of saints, }’'ou would work miracles. 
Whatwere these women to a maii that knew not 
The thousand, thousand ways of their deceiving? 
What riches had he found ? Oh, be would think 
Himself still dreaming of a blessedness. 

That, like continual spring, should flourish ever : 
For if she w'ere as good as she is seeming. 

Or, like an eagle, could renew her virtues, 

Nature had made another world of sweetness. — 
Be not so grieved, sweet mistress ; what I said. 
You do, or should know, Was but passion : 

Pray wipe your eyes, and kiss me. Take these 
' ilYi-trifles, . 

ii||5A 

Fears,} e. Actions that shocks or ierrifj/ me*— Ed, 
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And wear them for me, which are only rich 
When you will put them on. Indeed, I love you : 
Beshrew my sick heart, if I grieve not for you ! 

Lelia. Will you dissemble still ? I am a fool. 
And you may easily rule me. If you flatter, 

The sin will be your own. 

Julio. You know I do not. 

Lelia. And shall I be so childish once again, 
After my late experience of your spite, 

To credit you ? You do not know how deep 
(Or, if you did, you would be kinder to me) 

This bitterness of yours has struck my heart. 

JiUio. I pray, no more. 

Lelia. Thus you would do, I warrant, 

If I were married to you. 

Julio. Married to me? 

Is that your end ? 

Lelia. Yes ; is not that the best end, 

And, as all hold, the noblest v'ay of love ? 

Why do you look so strange, sir ? Do not you 
Desire it should be so ? 

Julio, Sta}' ! 


Lelia. Answer me. 

Julio. Farewell! [Esit. 

Lelia. Ay I are you there ? are all these tears 
lost then ? 

Am I so overtaken by a fool, 

In my best days and tricks ? My wise fellow, 

I’ll make you smart for’t, as I am a woman I 
And, if thou be’st not timber, yet I’ll warm thee.^ 


s And if thou he’d not timher, ye:t I’ll warm thee.'\ That is, It' 
tiina art not timber, I shall warm thee yet. This is plaiii sense, and 
would i5ot have required a note, if Mason had not declared the line, ' 
.^s it stands, nonsense, and proposed to point thus, ■ 

And if thou be’st not timberyet, I’ll warm thee. 
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Enter Woman. 

And is he gone ? 

Woman. Yes. 

Lelia. He’s not so lightly struck, 

To be recovered with a base repentance ; 

I should be sorry then. Fortune, I pr’y thee 
Give me this man but once more in my arms, 
And, if I lose him, women have no charms ! 

\E:veunU 


ACT 11. SCENE L 


The Street, 


Enter Jacdmo and Fabritio. 

Jac. Signor, what think you of this' sound of 
wars? 

Fab. As only of a sound : They that intend 
To do are like deep waters, that run quietly, 
Leaving no trace* of what they were behind ’em, 

. ^ yLeming^ no, face.] Mr Seward' substitutes for face ; as 
tbe latter word does not agree/^ says he,, with the'fo.mier or 
subsequent metaphors/' Mr Sy mpson" thinks “ that neither face 
m mise are at all proper in this place/' ' We think trace a much 
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This rumour is too common, and too loud, 

To carry truth. 

Jac. Shall we ne’er live to see 
lien look like men again, upon a march ? 

This cold dull rusty peace makes us af:-pear 
Like empty pictures, only the faint shadows 
Of what we should be. ’Would to God my mother 
Had given but half her will to my begetting. 
And made me woman, to sit still and sing, 

Or be sick when I list, or any thing 
That is too idle for a man to think of! 

V/ouId I had been a whore ! ’t had been a course 
Certain, and (of my conscience) of more gain f 
Than two commands, as I would handle it. 

Taith, I could wish I had been any thing, 

Rather than what I am, a soldier, 

A carrier, or a cobler, when I knew 

What ’twas towvear a sword first ! for their trades 

Are, and shall be, a constant way of life. 

While men send cheeses up, or wear out buskins. 

Fab. Thou art a little too impatient. 

And mak’st thy anger a far more vexation 
Than the not having wars. I am a soldier, 

Which is my whole inheritance, yet I, 

Though I could wish a breach with all the v/Orld, 
If not dishonourable, I am not so malicious 
To curse the fair peace of my mother-country. 

But thou want’st money, and the first supply 
Will bury these thoughts in thee. 

better word than either of the others, if not the original.—. 
Ed. 17 fS. 

The sentence in the te.xt is very inaccurately e.^cpresscd, but not 
nonsensical, as Mason pronounces. Fabritio denies the truth of 
the report of war, and says, those vvho intend to act, or commence 
a war, do not blaze their purport by loud rumours, but appear 
perfectly quiet, like deep waters, which run so calmly as not to 
manifest their strength by exerting it in a violent manner. The 
amendment of the editors appears indispensably requisite. 
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Jac, ’Pox o’ peace ! 

It fills the kingdom full of holidays, 

And only feeds the wants of whores and pipers, 
And makes the idle drunken rogues get spinsters. 
’Tis true, I may want money, and no little, 

And- almost clothes too ; of which if I had both 
In full abundance, yet against all peace 
(That brings up mischiefs thicker than a shower) 
I would speak louder than a lawyer. 

By Heaven, it is the surfeit of all youth, 

That makes the toughness and the strength of 
nations 

Melt into women ; ’tis an ease that broods 
Thieves and bastards only. 

Fab. This is more 

(Though it be true) than we ought to lay open, 
And seasons only of an indiscretion. 

Believe me, captain, such distemper’d spirits, 
Once out of motion, though they be proof-valiant, 
If they appear thus violent and fiery. 

Breed but their own disgraces, and are nearer 
Doubt and suspect in princes, than rewards. 

Jac. ’Tis well they can be near ’em any waj^ 
But call you those true spirits ill-affected, 

That, whilst the wars were, served like w^alls and 
ribs 

To girdle in the kingdom, and now, fall’n 
Through a faint peace into affliction, 

Speak but their miseries? Come, come, Fabritio, 
You may pretend what patience you please, 

And seem to yoke your wants like passions ; ’ 

^ To yolie your vi:ants like Mr Seward ^ considering 

^ as-** .one of oiir passions/^ objects to^' this reading, and pro- 

poses to substitute, wants yassions, .Mr Sympson would read^ 

— to cl,o.ak ' your xmnts- like yasdom 
To yoke ymr wants like yassions may, for auglit we see, be tlic 
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But, while I know thou art a soldier, 

And a deserver, and no other harvest 
But what thy sword reaps for thee to come in, 
You shall be pleased to give me lea\"e to tell you, 
You wish a devil of this musty peace : 

To which prayer, as one that’s bound in conscience, 
And ail that love our trade, I cry, Amen ! 

Fab. Pr’ythee no more; we shall live well 
enough : 

•There’s ways enough besides the wars, to men 
That are not logs, and lie still for the hands 
Of others to remove ’em. 

Jac. You may thrive, sir; 

Thou art young and handsome yet, and well enough 
To please a widow ; thou canst sing, and tell 
These foolish love- tales, and indite a little, 

And, if need he, compile a pretty matter, 

And dedicate it to the Honourable ; 

Which may awaken his compassion. 

To make you clerk o’ th’ kitchen, and at length 
Come to be married to my lady’s woman, ♦ 

After she’s crack’d i’ th’ ring.® 

Fab. ’Tis very well, sir. 

Jac. But what dost thou think shall become 
of me, 

liglit reading*; and the whole passage signiEes, that Fabritio 
might indeed pretend to patience, and endeavour to curb his ne- 
cessities and his appetites, yet he was in reality an enemy to peace*” 
—Ed. 1778* 

The tej<t may mean, And seem to subdue your wants as you 
do your passi(!-ns,” Want is a sufiering, but can hardly be called 
a passion. — Mason, 

The la^it explanation is probably the true one» 

^ jifter she’s crack’d i’ tIT ring.] This phrase occurs in Hamlef, 
act ii. scene li. Pray God your voice, like a piece of uncurrent 
gold, he mt cracked within the ring^* And' again, as Mr Steevens 
ob'rcrves, in Ben Jonson’s Magnetic Lady s Light gold, and crack'd 
wit hin the ring** 
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With ail my imperfections ? Let me diCj 
If I think I shall ever reach above 
A forlorn tapster, or some frothy fellow, 

That stinks of stale beer I 
Captain JacomOj 

Why should you think so hardly of your virtues? 

Jac. What virtues ? By this light, I have no virtue 
But downright buffeting ! What Ga.n my face, 
(That is no better than a ragged map now, 

Of where I have march’d and travell’d) profit me ? 
Unless it be for ladies to abuse, 

And say ’twas spoil’d for want of a hongrace 
When I was young, and now ’twill make a true 
Prognostication of what man must be ? 

Tell me of a fellow that can mend noses? and 
complain, 

So tall a soldier should want teeth to his stomach? 
And how it was great pity, that it was,® 

That he that made my body was so busied 
He could not stay to make my legs too, but was 
driven 

To clap a pair of cat-sticks to my knees, 

For which I am indebted to two school-boys ? 
This must follow necessary. 

Fab. There’s no such matter. 

Joe. Then for my morals, and those hidden pieces 
That.art bestows upon me, they are such, 

That, when they come to light, I am sure will 
shame me ; 

For I can neither write, nor read, nor speak, 

That any man shall hope to profit by me; 

And for my languages, they are so many, 


® And that it tsas great pity, that it was.] Perhaps the poet had 
the following line of Hotspur's speech, in King Henry IV. part I. 
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That, put them all together, they will scarce ^ 
Serve to beg single beer in. The plain truth is, 

I love a soldier, and can lead him on. 

And if he fight well, I dare make him drunk ; 

This is my virtue, and if this will do, 
ril scramble yet amongst ’em. 

Fab. ’Tis your way 

To be thus pleasant still ; but fear not, man, 

For though the wars fail, we shall screw ourselves 
Into some course of life yet. 

Jac. Good Fabritio, 

Have a quick eye upon me, for I fear 

This peace will make me something that Hove not; 

For, by my troth, though I am plain and dudgeon,' 

I would not be an ass ; and to sell parcels, 

I can as soon be bang’d. Pr’ythee bestow me, 
And speak some little good, though I deserve not. 

Enter Father, disguised as an old Soldier, on one side 
of the Stage, 

Fab. Come, we’ll consider more. Stay ! this 
Should be another windfall of the wars. 

Jac. He looks indeed like an old tatter’d colours, 
That every wind would borrow from the staff; 
These are the hopes we have for all our hurts. 
They have not cast his tongue too ?— ^ ■ 

Father. They that say 

Hope never leaves a wretched man that seeks her, 

I think are either patient fools, or liars ; 

’ Though I am plain and dudgeon.} A dudgeon was a particu- 
lar kind of dagger, as the commentators on ShaKspeare have proved 
by many quotations, though they have overlooked Cotgrave’s sim- • 
pie interpretation of dague a roelles, “ a Scottish dagger, or dud- 
geon-haft dagger.” In the text, the word occurs in a very unusual 
manner; but the phrase probably means. Though I am a plain 
lighting man, &c.. ^ o r 
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I am sure I find it so ! for I am master’d 
With such a misery and grief together. 

That that stay’d anchor men lay hold upon 
In all their needs, is to me lead that bows. 

Or breaks^ with every strong sea of my sorrows. 

I could now question Heaven (were it well 
To look into their justice) why those faults, 
Those heavy sins others provoke ’em with. 

Should be rewarded on the heads of us 
That hold the least alliance to their vices : 

But this would be too curious ; for I see 
Our suffering, not disputing, is the end 
Reveal’d to us of all these miseries. 

Jac. Twenty such holy hermits in a camp 
Would make ’em all Carthusians : I’ll be hang’d 
If he know what a whore is, or a health, 

Or have a nature liable to learn. 

Or so much honest nurture to be drunk. 

I do not think he has the spleen to swear 
A greater oath than sempsters utter socks with.* 
Spur him a question. 

Father. They are strangers both 
To me a^ I to them, I hope. I would not have 
Me and my shame together known by any : 

I’ll rather lie myself unto another.^ 

Fab. I need not ask you, sir, your country ; 

^ Utter soc/c^*] Sell tliem* So in Shakspear^^s Romeo. 

Such mortal drugs I have^ but Mantua’s law 
Is death to any he that utters them.” 

■foeryMle,, which tends to render things common, is metaphorical I j 
considered as a kind of publication. — Ed. 177S< 

^ rU rather Ik myself unto another. 1 Mason, with considerable 
plausibility, propo.ses to read, mfo another; ‘‘ that is, I would 
rather by my lies assume another character than be known in my 
own.” The explanation is just, but it may be doubted whether 
the text may not bear the same import 
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I hear you speak this tongue; Pray what more 
are you? 

Or have you been ? if it be not otFensive 
To urge you so far. Misery in your years 
Gives'every thing a tongue to question it. 

Father. Sir, though I could be pleased to make 
my ills 

Only mine own, for gi'ieving other men,* 

Yet, to so fair and courteous a demander, 

That promises compassion, at worst pity,* 

I will relate a little of my story. 

I am a gentleman, however thus 

Poor and unhappy; which, believe me, sir. 

Was not born with me ; for I well have tried 
Both the extremes of fortune, and have found 
Both dangerous. My younger years provoked me» 
(Feeling in what an ease I slept at home, 

Which to all stirring spirits is a sickness) 

To see far countries, and observe their customs : 

I did so, and I travell’d till that course 
Stored me with language, and some few slight 
manners, 

Scarce worth my money ; when an itch possess’d me 
Of making arms n)y active end of travel. 

Fah. But did you so ? 

Father. I did ; and twenty winters 
I wore the Christian cause upon my sword, 
Against his enemies.® At Buda siege, ' 

* ^ox grieung other men-l That is, to avoid grieving othar 

^ That fTomises compassion, at mrst pity.] The poets seem to 
use compassion in the sense oit^elief added to pity; pity as simple 

wmmiseration.^'EA. 177^* 

^ ^ ^ Jg&inst his enemies,] Mr Seward would have us read its for 
Ms, as necessary to the grammar of the passage : I see no reason 
for this, because it is usual in the Saxon writers, and those wh# 
'Succeeded tkm ; Spenser particularly abounds in it ; mt author-s. 
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Full many a cold night have I lodged in armour. 
When all was frozen in me but mine honour ; 
And many a day, when both the sun and cannon 
Strove who should most destroy us, have I stood 
Mail’d up in steel, when my tough sinews shrunk, 
And this parch’d body ready to consume 
As sqon to ashes, as the pike I bore. 

Want has been to me as another nature ; 

Which makes me with this patience still profess it 
And, if a soldier may, without vainglory, 

Tell what he has done, believe me, gentlemen, 

I could turn over annals of my dangers ! 

With this poor weakness have I maim’d a breach. 
And made it firm with so much blood, that all 
I had to bring me oif alive \kas anger. 

Thrice was 1 made a slave, and thrice redeem’d 
At price of all I had ; the miseries 
Of which times, if I had a heart to tell, 

Would make ye weep likechildren; but Fllspareye. 

Jac. Fabritio, we two have been soldiers 
Above these fourteen years, yet, o’ my conscience, 
All we have seen, compared to his experience, 
Has been but cudgebplay, or cock-fighting ! 

By all the faith I have in arms, I reverence 
The very poverty of this brave fellow ; 

Which were enough itself, and his, ^ to strengthen 

too^ as the learned reader will observe, have it more than once in 
their plays, and even Milton himself has approved the practice, 

■ Spnpson] 

' The poet merely refers to Christ when he nses the pronoun ; the 
Christian cause,, as Mason observes with no great ingenuiiys being 
the cause of Christ. . . 

^ And The editors of 1750 object to this reading, conjec- 
ture ‘Various, others, and at last exhibit, as his. The line is, to be 
sure, rather hard ; but, as "it may be understood, cannot warrant**. . 
ably be aitered,--«-™-Ed, ,177s* , . 

The last editors are right in rejecting the alteration, but have 
meglected to explain the context, which evidently means««^^ Tte 
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The weakest town against half Christendom. 

I was never so ashamed of service 

In all my life before, noAv I consider 

What I have done ; and yet the rogues would swear 

I was a valiant fellow : I do find 

The greatest danger I have brought my life throughj 

Now I have heard this worthy, was no more . 

Than stealing of a may-pole, or, at worst, 

Tighting at single billet® with a bargeman. 

Fab. I do believe him, Jacoino. 

Jac. Believe him ? 

I have no faith within me, if I do not 
Father. I see they are soldiers, [Aside. 

And, if %ve may judge by affections. 

Brave and deserving rflen. How they are stirr’d 
But with a mere relation of what may be ! 

Since I have won belief and am not knowm, 
Forgive me, Honour ! I’ll make use of thee. 

Fab. Sir, ’would 1 were a man or great or able. 
To look with liberal eyes upon your virtue. 

Jac. Let’s give him all we have, and leave off 
prating. — 

Here, soldier ; there’s even five months’ pay be 
merry, ' 

And get thee handsome clothes. 

Fab. What mean you, Jacomo e* 

Jac. You are a fool ! 

The very story’s worth a hundred pounds, ' 

Give him more money. 

Father. Gentlemen, I know not 
How 1 am able to deserve this blessing ; 

wry po?erty of this brave fellow were-enoiigli, heing Ms'^ tlial 
being the attribute of a man of such consuiiamate valour, to 
strengthen the weakest town/^ &c. 

® Fighting at smgk billet.] BUM seems Iieie to be used for a 
cudgel* 
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But if I live to see fair days again, 

Something I’ll do in honour of your goodness* 
That shall shew thankfulness, if not desert. 

Fab. If you please, sir, till we procure you place, 
To eat with us, or wear such honest garments 
As our poor means can reach to, you Hiall he 
A welcome man : To say more, were to feed you 
Only with words. We honour what you have been, 
For we are soldiers, though not near the worth 
You spake of lately. 

Father. I do guess ye so ; 

And knew, unless ye were a soldier. 

Ye could not find the way to know my wants. 
Jac. But methinks all this while you are too 
temperate ; 

Do you not tell men sometimes of their dulness, 
When you are griped, as now you are, with need ? 
I do ; and let them know those silks they wear, 
The war weaves for ’em ; and the bread they eat 
We sow, and reap again, to feed their hunger. 

I tell them boldly, they are masters of 
Nothing but what we fight for ; their fair women 
Lie playing in their arms, whilst we, like Lares, 
Defend their pleasures. lam angry too, 

And often rail at these forgetful great inen 
That suffer us to sue, for what we ought 
To have flung on us, ere we ask. 

Father. I have 

Too often told my griefs that way, when all 
I reap’d was rudeness of behaviour : 

In their opinions, men of war that thrive. 

Must thank ’em when they rail, and wait to live. 
Fab. Come, sir ; 1 see your wants need more 
relieving, 

Than looking what they are : Pray go with us. 
Father. I thank you, gentlemen i Since you are 
pleased 


!6'S THE eAPTAlN. [Act IL 

To do a benefit, I dare not cross it : 

And wbat my service or endeavours may 
Stand you iu stead, you shall command, not pray. 
Jac. So you shall us, 

III to the tailor’s with you bodily. [Exeunt 


SCENE II. 


NigM. — Street before Frederick’s House, 


Febderick, Lodovico, Piso» 

Lod. Weil, if tins be true, Pll believe a woman 
When I have nothing else to do. 

Piso. ’Tis certain, if there be a way of truth 
In blushes, smiles, and commendations ,• 

For, by this light, I haveheard her praise yon fellow 
In such a pitch, as if she had studied 
To crowd the worths of all men into him : 

And I imagine these are seldom use4 
Without their special ends, and by a maid 
Of her desires and youth. 

Fi'ed. It may be 

She’s free, as you, or I am, and may have. 

By that prerogative, a liberal choice 
In the bestowing of her love. 

iod. Bestowing? “ 

If it be so, she has bestow’d herself 
Upon a trim youth ! Piso, what do you call himf 
Piso. Why, Captain Jacomo. 
iod. Oh, Captain Jack-boy j 
That is the gentleman. 
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Fred. I think he be 
A gentleman at worst. 

Lod. So think I too; 

Would he would mend, sir ! 

Fred. And a tall one too. 

Lod. Yes, of his teeth; for of my faith I think 
Tlrey are sharper than his sword, and dare do more, 
If ihe beuffe meet him fairly.^ 

Very wr ell ! 

Piso. Now do I wonder what she means to do 
When she has married him. 

iod Why, well enough ; 

Trail his pike under him, and be a gentlewoman 
Of the brave captain’s company. 

Fred. Do you hear me? 

This woman is my sister, gentlemen. 

Lod. Fm glad she’s none of mine. But, Frederick^ 
Thou art not such a fool sure to be angry, 

Unless it be with her : We are thy friends, maru 
Fred. I think ye are. 

Lod. Y es, ’faith ! and do but tell thee 
How she will utterly o’ertbrow her credit, 

If she continue gracing of this pot-gun. 

Piso. I think she was bewitch’d, or mad, or 
blind; 

She would ne’er have taken such a scare-crow else 
Into protection. O’ my life, he looks 
Of a mofe rusty, swarth complexion, 

Than an old arming doublet ! 

Lod. I would send 

His face to th’ cutler’s then, and have it sanguined ; 
’Twill look a great deal sweeter. Then his nose 

^ .If.tke hmffe meet First' folio. The two foilowiiig. 

editions bnfft Seward, .and ..Mason thinks lie is right; 
but there is evidently an intentional pun,\ however poor, betwe€|B. 
the dress of a soldier of the time, -and the French Mwfi 

6 ' 
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I would have shorter ; and my reason iSj 
His face will be ill-mounted else. 

JPiso. For his body, 

I will not be my own judge, lest I seem 
A railer; but let others look upon’t. 

And if they find it any other thing 
Than a trunk-cellar, to send wines down in. 

Or a long walking bottle, I’ll be bang’d for’t. 

His hide (for sure he is a beast) is ranker 
Than the Moscovy- leather, and grain’d like it ; 
And, by all likelihoods, he was begotten 
Betrveen a stubborn pair of winter boots ; 

His body goes with straps, he is so churlish. 

Lod. He’s poor and beggarly, besides all this, 
And of a nature far uncapable 
Of any benefit ; for his manners cannot 
Shew him a way to thank a man that does one. 
He’s so uncivil. You ma)^ do a part 
"Worthy a brother, to persuade your sister 
From her undoing : If she prove so foolish 
To marry this cast captain, look to find her, 
Within a month, where you, or any good man, 
Would blush to know her; selling cheese and 
prunes,* 

And retail’d bottle-ale. I grieve to think, 

Because I loved her, what a march this captain 
Will set her into. ^ ^ 

Fred. You are both, believe me, t 
Two arrant knaves ; and, were it not for taking 
So just an execution from his hands 
You have belied thus, I would swaddle ye;® 

* See the. Mad Lover> vol. l¥e/p.;.'2SS.; Dishes/ 

prunes were placed in the, windows of brothelsj,; as a 'mark' of the/ 
occupation of the inhabitants. 

^ Swaddle j/c.]. He means beat* So Hiidibrasj b. L c. i 23^ 24'« 
Great ’onlhe-bench, great in the saddle, 

That cou'd as- well bind o.^er as 
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Till l could draw olF both your skins like scabbards. 
That man that you have wrong’d thus, though 
to me 

He be a stranger, yet i know so worthy. 
However low in fortune, that his worst parts. 

The very wearing of his clothes, would make 
Two better gentlemen than you dare be ; 

For there is virtue in his outward things, 

Zod. Belike you love him then ? 

Fred. Yes, marry do I. 

Jjod. And will be angry for him ? 

Fred. If you talk, 

Or pull your face into a stitch again,^ 

As I love truth, I shall be very angry S 

Do not I know thee (though thou hast some land, 

To set thee out thus among gentlemen) 

To he a prating and vain -glorious ass? 

I do not wrong thee now, for I speak truth. 

Do not I know thou hast been a cudgel’d coward. 
That has no cure for shame but cloth of silver ? 
And think’st the wearing of a gaudy suit 
Hides all disgraces? 

Lod. I understand you not; you hurt not me, 
Your anger flies so wide. 

^ A stitcli again,] Tis plain by stitch here we must understand 
smile^ but bow it is to be made out, petbaps may not be so easy to 
■'"every capacity. 1 have not altered the text, though f suspect it' is 
corrupted, and as such propose a conjecture y/hich may stand or 
fall according to its worth : ■ ' 

Or draw your face into a smirk again, 

Smirhcomes from the, A* S« Smercian, snbridere^ arriderCf to smile* 

■Sympson, 

^ Stitch alludes to the face being in laughter, contracted^ or in a 
manner contJK/ 5 'ed.-^Ed. 1778.; 

Or possibly Lodovico put the last question with a frown, and it 
may be this contraction of 'his -brows which Frederick calls pull*® 
ins- his face into a A" 
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Piso. Signior Frederick, 

You much mistake this gentleman. 

Fred. No, sir. 

Piso. If you would please to be less angry, 

I would tell you how 

Fred. You bad better study, sir, 

How to excuse yourself, if you be able ; 

Or 1 shall tell you once again- — -- 
Piso. Not me, sir ; 

For, I protest, what I have said was only 
To make you understand your sister’s danger. 

Lod. He might, if it pleased him, conceive it so. 
Fred. I might, if it pleased me,, stand still and 
hear 

My sister made a May-game, might I not? 

And give allowance to your liberal jests 
Upon his person, whose least anger would 
Consume a legion of such wretched people, 

That have no more to justify their actions 
But their tongues’ ends ? that dare lie every way^ 
As a mill grinds ? From this hour, I renounce 
All part of fellowship that may hereafter 
Make me take knowledge of you, but for knaves • 
And take heed, as ye love whole skins and cox- 
combs, 

How, and to whom, ye prate thus. For this time, 

I care not if I spare ye : Do not shake ; 

I will not beat ye, though ye do deserve'it 
Richly. 

Zod. This is a strange course, Frederick S 
But sure you do not, or you would not, know us. 
Beat us? 

Piso. ’Tis somewhat low, sir, to a gentleman. 
Fred. I’ll speak but few words, but I’ll make* 
’em truths: 

Get you gone both, and quickly, without murmur^ 

ing, 
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Or looking big ; and yet, before you go, 

I will have this confess’d, and seriously, 

That you two are two rascals. 

Lol How 1 
jfVeisf. Two rascals. 

Come, speak it from your hearts ; or, by this light, 
My sword shall fly among ye ! Answer me. 

And to the point, directly. 
jPiso, You shall have 

Your will for this time, since we see you’re grown 
So far untemperate : Let it be so, sir, 

In your opinion. 

Fred. Do not mince the matter, 

But speak the words plain. And you, Lodovick, 
That stand so tally * on your reputation. 

You shall be he shall speak it. 

Zod, This is pretty ! 

Fred. Let me not stay upon’t ! 

Zod. Well, we are rascals ; 

Yes, Piso, we are rascals. 

jFrei?. Get ye gone now! 

Not a word more ! you are rascals, 

Lodovico a«d PiSQ, 

Fnfer Fabeitio and Jacomo. 

Fai>. That should be Frederick. 

Jac. ’Tis he. — Frederick ! 

Fred. Who’s that ? 

Jdc. A friend, sir. 

Fred. It is so, by the voice, 

I have sought you, gentlemen ; and, since I have 
found you 

" So near our house, 111 force ye stay a while 
I pray let it be so. 

* S 0 tally .1 From tad, i. e. irare, &c."-Ed. 1778- 



174 


THE CAPTAIN-. 


[Act II. 


JPflA It is too late ; 

Well come and dine to-morrow witli your sister. 
And do our services. 

Jac. Who were those with you ? 

Fab, We met two came from hence. 

Fred, Two idle fellows. 

That you shall beat hereafter ; and ril tell you, 
Some fitter time, a cause sufficient for it. 

Fab. But, Frederick, tell me truly; do you think 
She can affect my friend ? [Aside to Fredeeick, 
Fred. No certainer ^ 

Than when I speak of him, or any other, 

She entertains it with as much desire 
As others do their recreations. 

Fab. Let not him have this light by any means : 
He will but think he’s mock’d, and so grow angry, 
Even to a quarrel, he’s so much distrustful 
Of all that take occasion to commend him, 
Women especially ; for which he shuns 
Ail conversation with ’em, and believes 
He can be but a mirth to all their sex.— 

[Lutewlthin.i 

Whence is this music r 

Fred. From my sister’s chamber. 

Fab. The touch is excellent ; let’s he attentive* 
Jac. Hark! are the waits ^ 

Fab. Be softer, y>r^tbee:; : ; :■ ■ 

’Tis private music«i-''"V ’ 'ri; ■ ^ ; . • ; 

Jac. What a din it makes ? 

I had rathp bear a Jew’s trump than these lutes j 
They cry like school-hoy s. 

Than •when I speak of line'aiaj.easilj^ 

be mlsHiiderstood for want of attending to the construction^ as well 

** Mean time give order that his books be burnt 
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Fab. Pr’ythee, Jacomo ! 

Jae. Well, I will hear, or sleep, I care not 
whether. {Lays doim. 

Frank and Clora appear at the Window. 

- : THE SONG. 

1. Tell me, dearest, what is love ? 

S. His a lightning from above ; 

His an arrow, ’tis afire. 

His a boy they call Desire, 

Both. His a grave, 

Gapes to have 

Those poor fools that long to prove. 

1. Tell me more, are women true ? 

% Yes, some are, and some as you. 

Some are willing, some are strange, 

Since you men f rst taught to change. 
Both. And till troth 
Be in both, 

All shall love, to love anew. 

1. Tell me more yet, can they grieve ? 

Q, Yes, and sicken sore, but live : 

• And be wise, and delay. 

When you men are as wise as they. 

Both. Then I see. 

Faith zoill be. 

Never till they both believe. 

Frank. Clora ! come hither ! who are these be^ 
low there ? 

Clora. Where ? 

Frank, There. 
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Clora. Ha ! I should know their shapes, 
Though it be darkish. There are both our brothers : 
What should they make thus late here ? 

Frank, What’s the other? 

Cbra. What t’other? 

Frank, He that lies along there. 

Clora. Oh, I see him, 

As if he had a branch of some great pedigree 
Grew out on’s belly.® 

Frank. Yes. 

Clara. That should be, 

If I have any knowledge in proportion— 

Fab. They see us. 

Fred. ’Tis no matter. 

Fab. What a log’s this, 

To sleep such music out ! 

Tred Nomore; let’s hear ’em. 

Clora.'^ The Captain Jacomo ; those are his legs, 
Upon my conscience. 

Frank. By my faith, and neat ones ! 

Clara. You mean, the boots ; I think they are 
neat by nature.® 

Frank. As thou art knavish, ’Would I saw his 
face ! 

Clara. ’Twould scare you in the dark. 

Frank. A worse than that 
Has never scared you, Clora, to my knowledge. 
Clara. ’Tis true, for I have never seen a worse ; 

^ Js if he had a branch of soihe gi^eat pedigree 
Grew out beili/.} This is a ridicule on the usual practice 
of representing a heraldic pedigree. The reader may see a speci- 
men prehxed to the Rolliad. 

Clora* If I have anp knowledge in proportion — Therepe®*"^ 
titioo of this line seems to be a mistake of the press or transcriber ; 
we have therefore omitted it.— Ed. 1778« ■ . , 

® 'NqM bp nature,} A pun upon neat's IfJS. 
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Nor, while I say my prayers heartily. 

I hope I shall not. 

Frank. Well, T am no tell-tale : 

But is it not great pity, tell me, Clora, 

That such a brave deserving gentleman 
As every one delivers this to be, 

Should have no more respect and worth flung on 
him 

By able men ? Were I one of these great ones. 
Such virtue should not sleep thus, 

Clora. Were he greater, 

He would sleep more, I think. Ill waken him. 
Frank. Away, you fool ! 

Clora. Is he not dead already, 

And they two taking order 
About his blacks ? ® Methinks they are very busy. 
A fine clean corse he is ! I would have him buried 
Even as he lies, cross-legg’d, likeone o’ th’ T em plars, 
(If his Westphalia gammons-will hold crossing) 
And on his breast a buckler, with a pike in’t,* 

In which I would have some learned cutler 
Compile an epitaph ; and at his feet 
A musquet, with this word * upon a label, 

(Which from the cock’s mouth thus should be de- 
liver’d) 

‘‘ I have discharged the office of a soldier.” 

. Blach '.’} ' The usual phrase for mourning weeds, 

: - ^ Fike The pike and sword in funerals are laid upon the 
shield, perhaps therefore the original might be on*t; unless the 
term in^t be used in heraldry.— 

we apprehend, stitch in it ; and the whole design 

makes , a ludicrous picture.---Ed.T778*'.^ 

^ ® Word.} Here means sentence* So Spenser in his Fairy Queen, 
more than once* — Sampson* 

Word is a literal translation of the more usual Italian term 5 , 
motto, 

¥01* IX*. : ■■ M , ' 
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Frank. Well, if thy father were a soldier, 

Thus thou wouldst use him. 

Clora. Such a soldier, 

I would indeed.— 

Fab. If he hear this, not all 
The power of man could keep hiin from the win- 
dows, 

Till they were down, and all the doors broke open. 
For God’s sake, make her cooler; I dare not venture 
To bring him else : I know he’ll go to buffets 
Within five words with her, if she holds this spirit. 
Let’s waken him, and away ; we shall hear worse 
else. 

Frank. Well, if I be not even with thee, Clora, 
Let me be bang’d, for this ! I know thou dost it 
Only to anger me, and purge your wit, 

Which would break out else. 

C/o?’c. 1 have found ye ; 

I’ll be no more cross. Bid ’em good night. 

Frank. No, no; 

They shall not know we have seen ’em. Shut the 
window. [Exeunt F&A-isis. and Clo-ra. 
Fab. Will you get up, sir? 

Jac. Have you paid the fiddlers ? 

Fab. You are not left to do it. Fy upon thee ! 
Hast thou forsworn manners? 

Jac. Yes ; unless they 

Would let me eat my meat without long graces, 
Or drink without a preface to the pledger,^ 

Of “ Will it please you?” “Shall I be so bold, sir?’' 
“ Let me remember your good bed-fellow !” 

And lie, and kiss my hand unto my mistress 
As often as an ape does for an apple, 

3 — . — ^ iQ the f ledger ; 

Oft mil it fkme'^ &c.] Corrected in 1750* 
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These are mere schisms in soldiers ; (where’s my 
friend ?) 

These are to us as bitter as purgations : 

We love that general freedom we are bred to ; 
Hang these faint fooleries ! they smell of peace. 
Do they not, friend ? 

’Faith, sir, to me they are 
As things indifferent ; yet I use ’em not, 

Or, if 1 did, they would not prick my conscience. 
Fred. Come, shall we go? ’Tis late. 

Jac. Yes, any whither : 

But no more music ; it has made me dull. 

Fab. ’Faith, any thing but drinking disturbs 
thee, Jacomo. 

We’ll even to bed, 

Jac. Content. 

Fab. Thou’lt dream of wenches. 

Jac. I never think of any, (I thank God) 

But when I am drunk; and then, ’tis but to cast 
A cheap way how they may be all destroy’d, 

Like vermin. Let’s away ; I am very sleepy. 

Ay, thou art ever so, or angry. Come. 

\Exeunt» 
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ACT III. SCENE L 


The Street 


Enter Julio (ind Augelo. 

Julio. I will but see her once more, Angelo,, 
That I may hate her more, and then I am 
Myself again. 

Jng I would not have thee tempt lust ; 

’Tis a way dangerous, and will deceive thee, 
Hadst thou the constancy of all men in thee. 

Julio. Having her sins before me, I dare see her, 
Were she as catching as the plague, and deadly, 
And tell her she is fouler than all those, 

And far more pestilent, if not repentant ; 

And, like a strong man, chide her well, and leave 
c her. 

Jng. Tis easily said. Ofwhat complexion is she? 
Julio. Make but a curious frame unto thyself, 
As thou wouldst shape an angel in thy thought ; 
Such as the poets, when their fancies sweat. 
Imagine Juno is, or fair-eyed Pallas ; ' 

And one more excellent than all those figures 
Shalt thou find her. She’s brown, but of a sweet- 
ness, 

(If such a poor word may express her beauty) 
Believe me, Angelo, would do more mischief 
With a forced smile, than twenty thousand CupidsT' 
With their love-quivers full of ladies’ eyes, 

-'\,nd twice as many flames, could fling upon us, 
Ang. Of what age is she ? 
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Julio. As a rose at fairest. 

Neither a bud, nor blown ; but such a one, 

Were there a Hercules to get again 
With all his glory, or one more than he. 

The god would chuse out ’mongst a race of women 
To make a mother of.* She is outwardly 
Ail that bewitches sense, all that entices ; 

Nor is it in our virtue to uncharm it. 

And when she speaks, oh, Angelo, then music 
(Such as old Orpheus made, that gave a soul 
To aged mountains, and made rugged beasts 
Lay by their rages ; and tall trees, that knew 
No sound but tempests, to bow down their branches, 
And hear, and wonder ; and the sea, whose surges 
Shook their white heads in Heaven, to be as mid- 
night 

Still and attentive) steals into our souls 
So suddenly, and strangely, that we are 
From that time no more ours, but what she pleases ! 
Why look, how far you have thrust your- 
self again 

Into your old disease ! Are you that man. 

With such a resolution, that would venture 

^ The Gods tcould chuse, In Drydep/s All for Love, or the 
World Well Lost, act iv. is a beautiful passage, something similar 
to this of pur authors : 

I pity Dolabella; but she’s dangerous : 

Her eyes have power, beyond Thessalian charms. 

To draw the moon from Idea, ven ; for eloquence, 

The sea-green sjrens taught her voice their liatt’ry ; 

And, while she speaks, night steals upon the day, 

Unmark’d of those that hear; - Then she’s so charming, 

, Age buds at sight of her, and swells to youth ; 

The holy priests gaze on her when she smiles ; 

And with heaved,- hands,, forgetting gravity, , 

“ They bless her wanton ;eyes : ,Ev’n I who .hate her, ' 

^ ^LWitii a‘ malignant joy behold such beauty ; 

And, while I curse, desire -it/’' ■ Retdo 
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To take your leave of folly, and now melt 
Even in repeating her ? 

Julio. I had forgot me. 

Ang. As you will still do. 

Julio. No ; the strongest man 
May have the grudging of an ague on Inm ; 

This is no more. Let’s go; I would fain be fit 
To be thy friend again, for now I am no man’s ! 

Jng. Go you ; I dare not go, 1 tell you truly; 
Nor were it wise I should. 

Julio, Why ? 

Jng. I am well, 

And, if I can, will keep myself so. 

Julio. Ha ? 

Thou mak’st me smile, though 1 ha^'e little cause, 
To see how prettily thy fear becomes thee : 

Art thou not strong enough to see a woman ? 

Jng. Yes, twenty thousand ; but not such a one 
As you have made her : I’ll not lie for th’ matter ; 
I know I am frail, and may be cozen’d too. 

By -such a syren. 

Julio. ’Faith, thou shalt go, Angelo ! 

Jng. . ’Faith, but I will not ! No ; I know how 
far, sir, 

I’m able to hold out, and will not venture 
Above my depth. I do not long to have 
My sleep ta’en from me, and go pulingly, 

Like a poor wench had lost her market-money; 
And, when I see good meat, sit still and sigh, 

‘ And call for small beer, and consume my wit 
In making anagrams, and faithful posies : 

I do not like that itch ; I am sure I had rather 
Have the main pox, and safer. 

Julio. Thou shalt go; 

I must needs have thee as a witness , with me 
Of my repentance. As thou loy’st me, go ! 

Jng. Well, I will go, since you will have it so ; 
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But if I prove a fool too, look to lave me 
Curse you continually, and fearfully. 

Julio, And if thou seest me fail again, good 
Angelo, 

Give me thy counsel quickly, lest I perish. 

Aiig, Pray God, I have enough to save myself! 
For, as I have a soul, I had rather venture 
Upon a savage island than this woman I {Exeunt, 


SCENE II 


Another Street, 


Enter Father, in brave Apparel, and Seivant with a 
letter. 

From whom this bounty ? 

for I think 
You are mistaken. 

Serv, No, sir ; ’tis to you. 

I’m sure, my mistress sent it. 

Fattier. Who’s your mistress, 

That I may give her thanks ? 

Serv. The virtuous widow. 

Father. The virtuous widow, sir? I know' none 
such. 

Pray what’s her name ? 

Serv. Lelia. 

Father. 1 knew you err’d ; 

Tis not to roe, i warrant you. There, sir ; 
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Carry it to those she feeds fat with such favours ; 
I am a stranger to her. 

Serv. Good sir, take it, 

And, if you will, I’ll swear she sent it to you ; 
For I am sure mine eye never went off you 
Since you forsook the gentlemen you talk’d with 
Just at her door. 

FaUier. Indeed, I talk’d with two, 

Within this half hour, in the street. 

Serv. ’Tis 3 ’ou, sir, ‘ 

And none but you, I am sent to. Wiser men 
Would have been thankful sooner, and received it; 
’Tis not a fortune every man can brag of, 

And from a woman of her excellence. 

Father. Well, sir, I am catechized. What more 
belongs to’t ? 

Serv. This only, sir; she would entreat you co.me 
This evening to her without fail. 

Father. \ viiW. 

Sej'v. You guess where. 

P(3^/ier. Sir, I have a tongue else. 

tF^vit Sermnt. 

She is downright devil; or else my wants 
And her disobedience have provoked her 
To look into her foul self, and be sorry. 

I wonder how she knew me ! I had thought 
I had been the same to all I am to them 
That changed me thus : God pardon me for lyino- J 
For I have paid it home : Many a good man, * 
That had but found the profit of my way, 

Would forswear telling true again in haste. 


Enter Lodovico andFmi. 


Here are my praters : Now, if I did well, 
I should belabour ’em ; but I have found 
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A way to quiet ’em worth a thousand on’t. 

Lod. If we could get a fellow that would do it i 

Father, What villainy is now in hand ? 

[Retires. 

Piso. ’Twill be hard to be done, in my opinion, 
Unless we light upon an Englishman 
With sevenscore surfeits in him. 

Lod. Are the Englishmen 
Such stubborn drinkers ? * 

PAo. Not a leak at sea 

Can suck more liquor ; You shall have their chil- 
dren 

Christen’d in mull’d sack, and, at five years old. 
Able to knock a Dane down. Take an Englishman, 
And cry “ St George !” and give him but a rasher. 
And you shall have him upon even terms 
Defy a hogshead. Such a one would do it 
Horae, boy, and like a workman. 

Lod. At what weapon ? ® 

^ Such stubborn drmkersJ\ This qualification in our countrymen 
is taken notice of by lago, in act ii. scene iii. of O thallo. ~Reed. 

It is more than probable that the Danes, who were considered 
as the most potent drinkers in Europe, taught the custom to the 
Scots and the English* It is weliknown wdiat orgies were sacrificed 
lo Bacchus in the castle of Cronehorg, when James was at the 
Danish court to espouse the princess Anne ; and he .seems to have 
continued bis excesses till his death. It is not impossible that the 
words in |be text, “ Able to knock a Dane down/^ may allude 
to a trial of capacity for wine similar to the one by which Sir 
Walter Riddell obtained the celebrated whistle from the great 
Danish toping'|;hampioB, also in the reign of James L See Burns's 
poem of The Whistle. 

^ Jt xchat weapon f] I have made a change in the persons 
of the speakers Lodovic and. , giving 'to Lodovic ivhat was in 
_Uie other edition spoke by Pto, and i as flunking the 

speeches: 'Something out of character. Piso's design seems to be, 
by the whole tenor of the conversation, to make Jacomo soundly 
drunk : His hope of doing .this fS' built upon one of our country** 
men, whom he describes as' capable' of turning down an hogshead 
with the shoeiug-hom of a rasher. But would ' the poetj on this 
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Fiso. Sherry sack : I would have him drink 
stark dead, 

If it were possible ; at worst, past pottage.’ 

Lod. What is the end then ? 

Pko. Dost thou not perceive it? 

If he be drunk dead, there’s a fair end of him. 

If not, this is my end, or by enticing, 

Or by deceiving, to conduct him where 
The fool is that admires him ; and if sober 
His nature be so rugged, what will’t be 
When be is hot with wine ? Come, let’s about it : 
If this be done but handsomely. I’ll pawn 
My head she hath done with soldiers. 

Lod. This may do well. 

suppositionj put At what weapon^ iulo the mouth of Pfso, make him 
ask himself a question, and let Lodovic give the ans^ver ? No, 
surely, Xoii. has certainly been drop t upon, us, who should have 
interrupted Puo*s narrative, both as to the means and end of 
making the captain drunk. What seems to confirm this, is the 
speech of Lodovic at the close of the scene, where he bids Piso 
think of the other ^ making Jacomo fuddled ; to which -Fiso 

answers, 

For the drunkard^ Lodovic, 

Let me alone, Symimn, 

^ Siierr}’ sack : I would ham hhn drink stark dead. 

If it were possible; at leasts past pottage,] Sherry sack was 
the particular species, which was brought from Xeres, in Andalusia, 
and which we now call skerrpy in contradistinction to plain sack, 
which, as Mr Malone observes, came chiefly from Malaga, The 
second folio, and the modern copies, substitute portage iov pottage^ 
and their reading certainly affords good sense, i have, however, 
preferred the original reading, which may have been one of the 
numerous terms for different degrees of intoxication; particularly 
ns the word occurs again in the next scene, though perhaps nof 
with the same meaning. There it evidently means porridge, and it 
is cmious.that the plural is' applied: to it, as it' is at: this moiaentia 
fScotland: y:- 

. has''-sufe' 

y ''. youth of 

lie so dull upon his understanding. 
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Father. Here’s a new way to murder men alive! 
I’ll choak this train. — \ComingfprwardI\ — God save 
ye, gentlemen ! 

It is to you — stay! — yes, it is to you. 

[Gives him the letter. 

Loci. What’s to me ? 

Father. You are fortunate : I cannot stand to 
tell you more now ; 

Meet me here soon, and you’ll be made a man. 

[Es/it. 

Zod. What vision’s this ? 

Fiso I know not. 

Zod. Well, ni meet it; 

Think you o’ th’ other, and let mg awhile 
Dream of this fellow. 

Piso. For the drunkard, Lodovic, 

Let me alone. 

Lod. Come, let’s about it then, [Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


A Room in Frederick’s House. 


Enter Cloka and Frank. 

Clora. Ha, ha, ha! Pray let me laugh extremely. 
Frank. Why ? pr’y thee why hast thou such 
cause? 

Clora. Yes, ’faith ; 

My brother will be here straightway, and-—-^ 
Frank, What ? 
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Clora. The other party. Ha, ha, ha! 

Frank. What party ? 

Wench, thou art not drunk? 

Clo 7 'a. No, ’faith. 

Frank. ’Faith, thou hast been among the bottles, 
Ciora. 

Clo7'a. ’Faith, but I have not, Frank. Pr’ythee 
be handsome ! 

The captain comes along too, wench. 

Frank. Oh, is that it 
That tickles ye ? 

Clora, Yes, and shall tickle you too.; 

You understand me ? 

Frank. By my troth, thou art grown 
A strange lewd wench I 1 must e’en leave thy 
company; 

Thou wilt spoil me else. 

Clora. Nay, thou art spoi I’d to my hand. 

Hadst thou been free, as a good wench ought to be, 
When I went first a-birding for thy, love, 

And roundly said, that is the man must do it, 

I had done laughing many an hour ago. 

Frank. And what dost thou see in him, now 
thou know’st him,- 
To be tlnis laugh’d at ? 

Clora. Pr’ythee be notungry, 

And I’ll speak freely to thee. 

Frank. Do ; I will not, 

Clora. Then, as I hope to have a handsome 
husband, - 

This fellow, in mine eye (and, Frank, I am held 
To have a shrewd guess at a pretty fellow) 
Appears a strange thing. 

Frank. Why, how strange, for God’s sake? 

He is a man, and one that may content 
(For any thing I see) a right good woman: 

And sure I am not blind. 
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Clora. There lies the question; 

Por (but you say he is a man, and I 
Will credit you) I should as soon have thought him 
Another of God’s creatures ; Out upon him ! 

His body, that can promise nothing 
But laziness and long strides. — 

Frank. These are your eyes ! 

Where were they, Clora, when you fell in love 
With the old footman, for singing of Queen Dido?® 
And swore he look’d, in his old velvet trunks,® 
And his sliced Spanish jerkin, like Don John? 
You had a parlous judgment then, my Clora. 
Clora. Who told you that ? 

Frank. I heard it. 

Clora. Come, be friends ! 

The soldier is a Mars. No more ; we are all 
Subject to slide away. 

Frank. Nay, laugh on still. 

Clora. No, ’faith ; thou art a good wench, and 
’tis pity 

Thou shouldst not be well quarried at thy entering, 
Thouart so high-flown for him. Look, who’s there ! 

Jlnfer Fabritio and Jacomo at the Door. 

Jac. Pr’y thee, go single; what should I do there? 
" Thou know’st I hate these visitations. 

As I ha^e peace or perry. 

Fab. Wilt thou never 
Make a right man ? 

Jac. You make a right fool of me, 

^ ^ Queen Dido.} This ballad of Queen Dido, or the Wandering 
Prince of Troy, obtained great popularity, and seems to be also 
alluded to in Bonduca, (vol. VI. p. 32 .) It is printed in Percy’s 
Reliques, (ed. 1794, III. 19.3.) 

■0 Trucks.} Corrected in l 679 . 
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To lead me up and down to visit women, 

And be abused and laugh’d at. Let me starve 
If I know what to say, unless I ask ’em 
What their shoes cost ! 

Fab. Fy upon thee, coward ! 

Canst thou not sing? 

Jac. Thou know’st I can sing nothing 
But P!umpton Park.‘ 

Fab. Thou wilt be bold enough, 

When thou art enter’d once. 

Jac. I had rather enter 
A breach : If I miscarry, by this hand, 

I will have you by th’ ears for’t ! 
i'flA [Fnfermg.] ’Save ye, ladies ! 

Clora. Sweet brother, I dare swear you’re wel 
come hither ; 

So is your friend. 

Fab. Come, blush not, but salute ’em. 

Frank. Good sir, believe your sister ; you are 
most welcome ! 

So is this worthy gentleman, whose virtues 
I shall be proud to be acquainted with. 

Jac. She has found me out already, and has 
paid me.- — 

Shall we be going ? 

Fab. Peace! — Your goodness, lady, . 

Will ever be afore us. For myself 

* Par L] This was a vulgarly popular ballad upon 

the execution of one Musgrave, a Westmoreland robber, who had 
stolen a large sum from the king's receivrs. It begins, 

Down Plumpton-Park as I did pass, 

I heard a bird sing in a glen, ^ 

The chiefest of her song it was. 

Farewell the Flower of Servingraen 1" 

Of course it is here spoken of like Chevy Chase, or any other dis- 
mal ditty. 
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I will not thank you single, lest I leave 
My friend, this gentleman, out of acquaintance. 
"jac> More of me yet? 

Frank. ’Would I were able, sir, 

From either of your worths to merit thanks ! 
Ckra But, brother, is your friend thus sad still? 
Methinks, 

’Tis au unseemly nature in a soldier. 

Jac, What hath she to do with me, or my be- 
haviour? 

Fab. He does but shew so:. Pry thee to him, 
sister ! 

Jac. If I do not break thy head, I am no Ch ris tian, 
If I get off opce ! 

Clara. Sir, we must entreat you 
To think yourself more welcome, and be merry : 
’Tis pity a fair man, of your proportion, 

Should have a soul of sorrow. 

Jac. Very well !— • ' 

Pray, gentlewoman, what would you have me say? 
CYcm. Do not you know, sir? 

/ac. Not so .well as you, 

Tliat talk continually. 

Frank. You have hit her, sir, 

Cbt'a. I thank him, so he has ; 

Fair fall his sweet face for it ! 

Jac. Let my face 

Alone, iVould wish you, lest I take occasion 
To bring a worse in question. 

Clara. Meaning mine ? — 

Brother, where was your friend brought up ? He 
has sure 

Bgen a great lover in his youth of pottage, 

They lie so dull upon his understanding. 

JhA Nomoreof that j thou’lt anger him at heart. 
Clara. Then let him be more manly ; for he looks 
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Like a great scbool-boy, that had been blown up 
Last night at Dust-Point. 

Frank. You will never leave, 

Till you be told how rude you are. Fy, Clora 
Sir, will it please you sit? 

Clora. And ril sit by you. 

Jac. Woman, be quiet, and be ruled, I would 
wish you. 

Clora. I have done, Sir Captain. 

Fab. Art thou not ashamed ? 

Jac. You are an ass ! I’ll tell you more anon; 
You had better have been bang’d than brought me 
hither ! 

Fab. You are grown a sullen fool ! Either be 
handsome, 

Or, by this light, I will have wenches bait thee ! 
Go to the gentlewoman, and give her thanks, 

And hold your head up! what? 

Jac. By this light, i’ll brain thee ! 

Now, o’ my faith, this gentleman does 
nothing 

But it becomes him rarely. Clora, look 
How well this little anger, if it be one,^^^ 

Shews in his face. - 

Clora. Yes, it shews very sweetly. ; : 

* Dnst-point.] I believe this alludes to a trick still usual among'^ 
boys. A hole is made in the earth, and a novice is set to blow out 
the dust, which, if he does not shut his eyes, fills them with dust, 
and consequently may cause his face to swell, and to this the text 
may allude. It is evidently the same as blow-pointy mentioned In 
Donne's Satires ; 

Shortly, boys shall not play 

At span-counter, or blow-point. ^ 

Again, in The Return from Parnassus, (Hawkinses Drams, voL IIL) 
My mistress, upon good days, puts on a piece of, a parsonage, 
and we pages play at Mow-point for: a piece of a parsonage/^ 


9 
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Frank. Nay, do not blush, sir; o’ my troth, it 
does ! 

I would be ever angry to be thus. — 

Fabritio, o’ my conscience, if I ever 
Do fall in love, (as I will not forswear it, 

Till I am something wiser) it must be, 

I will not say directly with that face ; 

But certainly such another as that is, 

And thus disposed, may chance to hamper me.® 
Fab. Dost thou hear this, and stand still? 

Jac. You will prate still ! 

I would you were not women ; I would take 
A new course with ye. 

Clara. Why, Courageous ? 

Jac> For making me a stone to whet your 
tongues on. 

Clara. Pr’y thee, sweet Captain ! 

Jac. Go, go spin, go hang ! 

Clara. Now could I kiss him. 

Jac. If you long for kicking. 

You’re best come kiss me; do not though. I’d 
wish ye. " 

I’ll send my footman to thee ; he shall leap thee, 
An thou want’st horsing.- — I will leave ye, ladies. 

Frank. Beshrew my heart, you are unmannerly 
To offer this unto a gentleman 
J3f his deserts, that comes so worthily 
To visit me ! I cannot take it well. 

Jac. I come to visit you, you foolish woman? 
Frank. I thought you did, sir, and for that I 
thank you ; 

5 Dispose my cliance^\ Thus read the old copies, contrary both, 
to^ense and grammar. The slight change in two words which I 
have made makes the whole clear and consistent. Frank iS: praising 
...Jacomo^s anger, and says, naturally enough, that a face thus dis-- 
posed may chance to captivate her f/jfec(?o^ 5 .-^Seward. 

YOU IX. ' 
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I would be loth to lose those thanks.'^ I know 
This is but some odd way you have, and, faith, 
It does become you well, — to make us merry: 

I have heard often of your pleasant vein. 

Fab. What wouldst thou ask more? 

Jac. Pray, thou scurvy fellow ! 

Thou hast not long to live.- — Adieu, dear damsels ! 
You filthy women, farewell, and be sober. 

And keep your chambers ! 

Clara. Farewell, old Don Diego ! 

Frank. Away, away ! — You must not be soangry, 
To part thus roughly from us ; Yet to ine 
This does not shew as if ’twere yours ; the wars 
May breed men something plain, I know ; but not 
Thus rude, Give me your hand, good sir : 

I know ’tis white, and' 

Jac. If I were not patient. 

What would become of you two prating house- 
wives ? 

Clara. For any thing I know, we would in to 
supper. 

And there begin a health of lusty claret. 

To keep care from our hearts ; and it should be-^-^ — 
Fab. ’Faith, to whom ? — Mark but this, Jacomo. 
Clara. Even to the handsomest fellow now alive. 
Fab. Do you know such a one r f 

Frank. He may be guess’d aX^ ^ 

Without much travel. 

There’s another item. 

Clara. And he should be a soldier. 

Frank. ’Twould be better. 

C/era. And yet not you, sweet Captain. 

^ I thought you did, sir^ and 'for that J' thank you ; 

I would be loth to lose those thanks.} ThU To throw them 
away to ne 

I, , 
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Frank. Why not he ? 

Jac. Well i I shall live to see your husbands 
beat you, 

And hiss ’em on like bandogs. 

C/ora. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Jac. Green sicknesses and serving-men light 
on ye, 

With greasy codpieces, and woollen stockings ! 

The devil (if he dare deal with two women) 

Be of your counsels! Farewell, plaisterers ! [Exit. 

Clora. This fellow will be mad at Midsummer, 
Without all doubt./ 

Fab. I think so toO. 

Frank. I am sorry 

He’s gone in such a rage. But sure, this holds him 
Not every day ? 

Fab. ’Faith, every other day, 

If he come near a woman. 

Clora.. I wonder how his mother could endure 
To have him in her belly, he’s so boisterous. 

Frank. He’s to be made more tractable, I doubt 
not. 

Clora. Yes, if they taw him, as they do whit- 
leather, 

Upon an iron, or beat him soft like stock-fish. 

l^Exeuni. " 
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SCENE IV. 


A Room in the House of Lelia. 


Enter Lelia and her Waiting- Woman, with a Veil. 

Lelia. Art sure ’tis he ? 

Yes, and afiother with him. 

The more the merrier. Did you give that 
money, 

And charge it to be deliver’d where I shew’d you? 
Woman. Yes, and what else you bade me. 

That brave fellow, 

Though he be old, whate’er he be, shews tough- 
ness; 

And such a one I long for, and must have 
At any price ; these young soft melting gristles 
Are only for my safer ends. 

Woman. They are here. 

Lelia. Give me my veil ; and bid the boy go sing 
That song above, I gave him ; the sad song. — 
Now if 1 miss him, I am cursed. .^Go, wench, 
And tell ’em I have utterly forsworn 
All company of men ; yet make a venture 
At last to let ’em in : Thou know’st these things ; 
Do ’em to th’ life. 

Woman. I warrant you ; I am perfect. \Hxit. 
Lelia. Some ill woman, for her use, would give 
A million for this wench, she is so subtle. 
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Enter, to the*Door, Julio and Angelo. 

Woman, Grood sir, desire it not ; I dare not do it ; 
For since your last being here, sir, believe me, 
She has grieved herself out of all company, 

And, sweet soul, almost out of life too. 

Julio. Pr’ythee, * 

Let me but speak one word. 

Woman. You will offend, sir ; 

And yet your name is more familiar with her 
Than any thing but sorrow. Good sir, go. 

Ang. This little varlet hath her lesson perfect ; 
These are the baits they bob with. 

/«/. ’Faith, 1 null not. 

Woman. I shall be chidden cruelly for this ; 
But you are such a gentleman.f- — 

Julio. No more. 

Ang. There’s a new tire, wench.* Peace; thou 
art well enough. \_Mimc. 

Julio. What, has she music? 

. Woman. Yes; for God’s sake, stay ; 

’Tis all she feeds upon. 

Julio. {^Entering.l Alas, poor soul ! 

Ang. Now will I pray devoutly ; for there’s need 
on’t. 

THE SONG. 

Away, delights ; go seek some other dwelling, 

Earewell, false hve ; thy tongue is ever telling 
>, after lie. 

* Tire-V}ench,1 .Altered in 
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For ever let me vest now froTti thy smarts i 

Alas, for pity go, 

And f re their hearts 

That have been hard to thee ; mine was not so. 

Never again deluding Love shall know me, 

For I will die ; s 

And all those griefs that think to over -grow me. 
Shall be as I: 

For ever will I sleep, while poor maids cry, 

“ A las, for pity stay, 

And let us die 

With thee; men cannot mock us in the clay.”^ ' 

Mistress ! not one word, mistress ? If I 
grieve you, 

I can depart again. 

Ang. Let’s go then quickly ; 

For if she get from under this dark cloud, 

We shall both sweat, I fear, for’t. 

Julio. Do but speak, 

Though you turn from me, and speak bitterly. 
And I am gone ; for that I think will please you. 

Ang. Oh, that all women were thus silent ever. 
What fine things they -were ! ^ : " 

Julio. You have look’d on me, 

When, if there be belief in women’s words, 
Spoken in tears, you swore you loved to do so. 
Lelia. Oh, me, my heart ! 

Ang. Noav, Julio, play the man. 

Mock ns ill the day.] Varied in 1750. * In support of tlie al- 
teration, Seward produces the following passage in Henry V.— 

The dead with Charity inclosed in 

The corruption is very ; the c and'l in the ipanuscript look- 
ing like a 4— Ed. 1778. 


Scene IV.] 


THE CAPTAIN. 


199 


Or such another “ oh, me !”^ will undo thee. 
'Would I had any thing to keep me busy, 

I might not hear her ; thiuk but what she is, 

Or 1 doubt mainly, I shall be i’ th’ mesh too. 
■Julio. Pray, speak again. 

Where is my woman ? [U'n’oei/s. 

Woman. Here. 

Ang. Mercy upon me ! what a face she has ! 
’Would it were veil’d again! 

Lelia. Why did you let 
This flattering man in to me ? Did not I 
Charge thee to keep me from his eyes again, 

As carefully as thou wouldst keep thine own? 
Thou hast brought me poison in a shape of Heaven, 
Whose violence will break the hearts of all, 

Of all weak women, as it hath done mine, 

That are such fools to love, and look upon him. 
Good sir, be gone ; you know not what an ease 
Your absence is. 

Ang. By Heaven, she is a wonder ! 

I cannot tell what ’tis, but I am qualmish.® 

Julio. Though I desire to be here more than 
' THeav v 

As I am now, yet, if my sight offend you, 

So much I love to be commanded by you, 

That I will go. Farew'ell ! \_Weeps. 

Ze&, I should say something 
Ere you depart, and I would have you hear me. 
But why should I speak to a man that hates me. 
And will but laugh at any thing I suffer ? 

/mA’p. If this be hate — — 

Lelia. Away, away, deceiver ! 

''Oh me .'] These words are not in the folio of iSir. 

* But I am squeamish.] So first folio. The subsequent editioris, 
gaawM.— -Ed. 1778. 
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Julio. Now help me, Angelo ! 

Ang. I am worse than thou art. 

Ldia. Such tears as those might make another 
woman 

Believe thee honest, Julio ; almost me, 

That know their ends ; for I confess they stir me. 

Ang. What will become of me ? I cannot go now, 
If you would hang me, from her Oh brave eye 1 
Steal me away, for God’s sake, Julio. 

Jzi/io. Alas, poor man! I am lost again too, 
strangely. 

Lelia. No, I will sooner trust a crocodile 
When he sheds tears, (for he kills suddenly, 

And ends our cares at once) or any thing 
That’s evil to our natures, than a man : 

I find there is no end of his deceivings, 

Nor no avoiding ’em, if we give way. 

I was requesting you to coivic no more. 

And mock me with your service ; ’tis not well. 
Nor honest, to abuse us so far : You may love too; 
For though, I must confess, I am unworthy 
Of your love every way, yet 1 would have you 
Think I am somewhat too good to make sport of. 
Judo. W’ill you believe me ? 

Zeda. For your vows and oaths^^-^r':; 

And such deceiving tears as you sbed now, 

I will, as you do, study to forget ’em. 

Julio. Let me be most despised of men 

Lelia. No more ! 

There is no new way left, by which your cunning 
Shail once more hope to catch me. No, thou false 
/ .man, 

I will avoid thee, and, for thy sake, all’ . 

That bear thy stamp, as counterfeit in love ! 

For I am open-eyed again, and know thee. 

Go, make some other weep, as I have done, 
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That dare Believe thee ; go, and swear to her 
That is a stranger to thy cruelty, 

And knows not yefc what man is, and his lyings, 
How thou diest daily for her ; ppur it out. 

In thy best lamentations ; put on sorrow, 

As thou cans t, to deceive an angel, Julio, 

And vow thyself into her heart, that when 
I shall leave off to curse thee for thy falsehood. 
Still a forsaken woman may be found 
To call to Heaven for vengeance ! 

^ng. [Aside.'] From this hour, 

I heartily despise all honest women ; 

(I care not if the world took knowledge on’t) 

I see there’s nothing in them, but that folly 
Of loving one man only. Give me henceforth, 
(Before the greatest blessing can be thought of, 
If this be one) a whore ; that’s all I aim it. 

Julio. Mistress, the most offending man is heard 
Before his sentence : Why will you condemn me 
Ere I produce the truth to witness with me, 

How innocent I am. of all your angers ? 

Lelia. There is no trusting of that tongue ; I 
know’t, 

And how far, if it be believed, it kills : No more, sir ! 

Julio. It never lied to you yet ; if it did, 

’Twas only when it call’d you mild and gentle. 

Lelia. Good sir, no more ! Make not my under- 
standing, 

(After I have suffer’d thus much evil by you) 

So poor to think 1 have not reach’d the end 
Of all your forced affections : Yet, because 
I once loved such a sorrow, too, too dearly, 

A§ that would strive to be, Ido forgive you. 
Even heartily as I would be forgiven, 

For all your wrongs to me (my charity 

Yet loves you so far, though again I may not) : 
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And wisli, when that time ® comes you will love 
truly, • - - 

(If you can ever do so) you may find 

The worthy fruit of your affections, 

True love again, not my unhappy harvest | 

Which, like a fool, I sow’d in such a heart. 

So dry and stony, that a thousand showers. 

Prom these two eyes continually raining. 

Could never ripen. 

Julio, You have conquer’d me ! 

I did not think to yield ; but make me now 
Even what you will, my Lelia, so I may 
Be but so truly happy to enjoy you. 

Zelia. No, no ; those fond imaginations 
Are dead and buried in me ; let ’em rest ! 

Julio. I’ll marry you. 

The devil thou wilt, Julio? 

[Jsidelo Julio, 

How that word waken’d me ! Come hither, friend ! 
Thou art a fool ! Look stedfastly upon her ; 
Though she be all that I know excellent, 

As she appears ; though I could fight for her, 

^ And wish when that time — ] Mr Seward suspects someth ing 
left out here, necessary to complete the sense and grammar, or 
else this line must be corrupted through the transposition of some 
particles ; and would read thus, 

I wish when the time comes, that you hue truly ^ " 

{If you can ever do so) you may find, &:c* 

I have not indeed altered the text, though I suspect it strongly to 
he corrupt, and would propose reading thus, 

And wishes when tK time comes that you love, kc,'^Bymyson. 

We confess ourselves unable to comprehend this note 5 but do 
not perceive the least difficulty in the text.—Ed. 1778. 

The speech is perhaps involved by too great an accamuktion 
of parentheses t but, as the last^ editors observe, it is much plainer, 
than the proposed amendments of Seward 'and Sympson, ' 
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And run tlirougli fire ; thougli I am stark mad too, 
Never to be recover’d ; though I would 
Give all I had i’ th’ world to lie with her, 

Even to my naked soul (I am so far gone) ; 

Yet, rnethinks still, we should not dote away 
That,thatis something more than ours, ourhonours. 
I would not have thee marry her by no means— 
(Yet I should do so) Is she not a whore ? 

Julio. She is ; but such a one — — 

Ang. ’Tis true, she’s excellent ; 

And, when 1 well consider, Julio, 

I see no reason we should be confined 
In our affections ; when all creatures else 
Enjoy still where they like. 

Julio. And so will I then, 

Lelia. He’s fast enough I hope, now, if I hold 
him. [Aside. 

Ajig. Y ou must not do so though, now I consider 
Better what ’tis. [Aside to Julio. 

Julio. Do not consider, Angelo ; 

For I must do it. 

Ang. No ; I’ll kill thee first : 

I love thee so well, that the worms shall have thee 
Before this woman, friend. 

Julio. It was your counsel. 

Ang. As I was a knave ; not as I loved thee. 
Julio. All this is lost upon me, Angelo; 

For I must have her. — I will marry you 
When you please : Pray look better on me. 

Ang. Nay then, no more, friend; farewell, Julio! 
I have so much discretion left me yet 
To know, and tell thee, thou art miserable. 

Julio. Stay ; thou art more than she, and now I 
find it, 

Lelia. Is he so? 

Julio. Mistress 1 

Lelia. No ; I’ii see thee starved first ! [LAt. 
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Julio. FrieBcl! 

Ang. Fly her as I do, Julio ; she’s a witch. 
Julio. Beat me away then; I shall grow here 
still else. 

Ang. That were the way to have me grow there 
with thee. 

Farewell, for ever ! {Exit. 

Julio. Stay ! I am uncharm’d. 

Farewell, thou cursed house ! from this hour be 
More hated of me than a leprosy ! {Exit^ 

Enter Lelia. 

Lelia. Both gone ? A plague upon ’em both ! 
Am I deceived again ? Oh, I would rail, 

And follow ’em, but I fear the spite of people, 
Till I have emptied all my gall. 

The next I seize upon shall pay their follies 
To the last penny ; this will work me worse ; 

He that comes next, by Heaven, shall feel their 
curse ! {Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 




A Roo77i hi Fabritio’s Lodgings. 


Enter i ACouo at one Door, and Fabritio at mother. 
Oh, you’re a sweet youth, so uncivilly 

To xaih'^ttllfhm 
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I am glad I have found you ! You have not now 
your ladies, 

To shew your wit before. 

Fab. Thou wou’lt not, wou’lt a ? 

/izc. \Fhat a sweet youth I am, as you have 
made me, 

You shall know presently. 

Fab. Put up your sword ; 

I have seen it often j ’tis a fox.' 

Jhc. ItissO j- 

And you shall feel it too. Will you dispatch, sir, 
And leave your mirth out ? or I shall take occasion 
To beat you, and disgrace you too. 

Fab. Well; since 

There is no other way to deal with you, 

(Let’s see your sword; I am sure you scorn all odds) 
I will fight with you. 

\They 7neasure, and Fabritio gets his sxcord. 
Jhc. How now? 

Fab. Nay, stand out ; 

Or, by this light. I’ll make you ! 

Jac. This is scurv’y, ; 

And out of fear done. 

Fab. No, sir; out of judgment; 

For he that deals with thee (thou art grown so 
boisterous) 

Must have more wits, or more lives, than another, 
Or always be in armour, or enchanted, 

Or he is miserable. 

* ’Tis a fox.] It seems prpbable that this term was applied to a 
common English sword, in contradistinction to a Toledo or Bilboa 
blade. So in Webster's Vittoria Corombona; 

' “ Oh, what blade is't ? 

A Toledo, or an English yba:.’' 

And in Love’s Sacrifice, by Ford “ Take my sword in your 
hand ; ’tis none of the sprucest, but’tis a tough old /or, will not 
f;til his master.” 
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Jac. Your end of this, sir ? 

Fab, My end is only mirth, to laugh at thee. 
Which now I’ll do in safety ; Ha, ha, ha ! 

Jac. ’Sheart ! then I am grown ridiculous ! 

Fab. Thou art ; 

And wilt be shortly sport for little children, 

If thou continuest this rude stubbornness. 

Jac. Oh, God, for any thing that had an edge ! 
Fab. Ha, ha, hal ^ 

Jac. Fy, what a shame it is, , 

To have a lubber shew his teeth ! 

Fab. Ha, ha !. 

Jac. Why dost thou laugh at me, thou wretched 
fellow ? 

Speak, with a pox ! and look you render me 

Just such a reason 

Fab. I shall die with laughing ! 

Jac. As no man can find fault with. I shall have 
Another sword, I shall, you fleering puppy ! 

Fab. Does not this testiness shew finely in thee? 
Once more, take heed of children ! If they find 
thee, 

They’ll break up school to bear thee company, 
(Thou wilt be such a pastime) and boot at thee. 
And call thee Bloody-bones, and Spade,* and Spit- 
fire, ■ r /- y 

^ And Spade and Spit If one would compare these authors 
with ibemselves, there seems to be reason to suspect this passage 
as corrupted. To put in Spade^ which is a name that carries no 
terror in it to children, between two which are usually made use 
of for that purpose, seems to me not a little odd. What 1 eoBjec« 
lure we should read is this : 

And call thee Bloody-bones^ Raw-headj and Spit-Jlre. 

So in act iv. scene iii. of this play, Clora says of Jacomo^^ 

Her€*s Raw-head come agam* 
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And Gaffer Madman, and Go-by- Jeronimo,^ 

And Will with a Whisp, and Come- Aloft, and 
Crack- Rope, 

And old Saint Dennis with the dudgeon codpiece, 
And twenty such names. 

Jac. No, I think they will not. 

Fab, Yes, but they will ; and nurses still their 
children 

Only with thee, and “ Here take him, Jacomo !” 

Jac. God’s precious, that I were but over thee 
One steeple height ! I would fall and break thy 
neck. 

Fab. This is the reason I laugh at thee, and. 
While thou art thus, will do. Tell me one thing. 

Jac. I wonder how thou durst thus question me ! 
Pr’ythee restore my sword. 

Fab. Tell me but one thing, 

And it may be I will. Nay, sir, keep out. 

Jac. Well, I will be your fool now; speak your 
: ; : mind, sir. ; , 

^ breeding teeth ? 

Fab. Yes, teeth; 

Thou wouldst not be so froward else. 

Jac. Teeth ?' 

And in tlie Proplietess^ act iv. scene v. . 

■ J IqqJ^ 

Like Blood^^bo'iies and Raw-head to fright cJdldmu ' 

It, is common to this day, among the vulgar, to say, .when abused. 

: .Cali m'e any thing hnt spaded^ — Ed, 177^* 

" It: is customary with the nurses in the west of England, and pro- 
bably elsewhere, to terrify the infants/into silence by the threat of 
the Mack man with .hiS' SPADEy who:'shou,ld'taket,hem, away, and,:, 
put them in the fitMiok^ if they were , .not '..good/' ., fevlia.'ps •spaie^ 
in the above line, has some allusion' to, this'or a similar e.xpression. 

^ Go hp, Jeronimo.] An expression in, the .play of .Jeronimo^ 
which was the butt of ridicule for almost every author of the tiraef^ 

lieeL 
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Fab. Come; ’twill make thee 
A little rheumatic, but that’s all one; 

We’ll have a bib, for spoiling of thy doublet, 

And a fringed muckender'^ hang at thy girdle ; 
I’ll be thy nurse, and get a coral for thee, 

And a fine ring of bells. 

Jac. ’Faith, this is somewhat 
Too much, Fabritio, to your friend that loves you : 
Methinks, your goodness rather should invent 
A way to make my follies less, than breed ’em. 

I should have been more moderate to you ■; 

But I see you despise me. 

Fab. Now I love you. 

There, take your sword; continue so. I dare not 
Stay now to try your patience ; soon I’ll meet you : 
And, as you love your honours, and your state, 
Redeem yourself well to the gentlewoman. 
Farewell, till soon ! [Fo’it 

Jac. Well, 1 shall think of this. \EmL 


SCENE VL 


A Room in a Tavern. 


Enter Host,JBi^o^ and^^B^ of Wine. 

Piso. Nothing i’ th’ world but a dried tongue or 
' two, : . " - 

* Muchnder.} Cotgrave interprets bwverette, “ A bib, mdcket? 
or mockeier, to put before the bosom of a slavering child.” John- 
son explains the word, in the text, simply a handkerchief ; but the 
very instance he has quoted from the Earl of Dorset’s Poems 
proves that Cotgraye’s explanation is more explicit and correct. 
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Taste 

Piw. He’s a valiant wine ; 

This must be be, mine Host. 

Host. This shall be ipse. 

Oh, he’s a devilish biting ® wine, a tyrant 
Where he lays hold, sir ; this is he that scorns 
Small beer should quench him, or a foolish caudle 
Bring him to bed; no, if he flinch I’ll shame him, 
And draw him out to mull amongst old mid wives. 

Piso. There is a soldier, I would have thee batter ® 
Above the rest, because he thinks there’s no mart 
Can give him drink enough. 

Host. What kind of man r 
Piso, That thou mayst know him perfectly, he’s 
one 

Of a left-handed making, a lank thing, 

As if his belly were ta’en up with straw, 

To hunt a match. 

Host. Has he no beard to shew him ? 

Piso. ’Faith, but a little; j'et enough to note him. 
Which grows in parcels, here and there a remnant : 
And that thou mayst not miss him, he is one 
That wears his forehead in a velvet scabbard. 
Host. That note’s enough ; he’s mine ; I’ll fuddle 
him, 

Or lie i’ th’suds. You will be here too? 

Piso. Yes. 

Till soon, farewell, and bear up. 

Host. If I do not, 

Say I am recreant ; I’ll get things ready. 

, {Exeunt. 

5 Varied in 1679* ■ ■ 

^ Mam th€€ better.] Amended in 17 sO. 
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ACT IV. SCENE T 


The StreeU 


Enter Julio and Angelo. 

Julio, ’Tis strange tliou sliouldst be tliuSj with 
thy discretion. 

Ang. I am sure I am so. 

Julio. I am well, you see, 
u Keep yourself warm^ ft^ and go home 

; and sleep, 

And pray to God thou mayst continue so. 

’Would I had gone to th’ devil of an errand, 
When I was made a fool to see her ! Leave me ; 
I am not fit for conversation. 

Julio. Why thou art worse than I was. 

Ang. Therefore leave me ; 

The nature of my sickness is not eased 
By company or counsel : I am mad; 

And, if you follow me with questions, 

Shall shew myself so. 

Julio. This is more than error. 

= Ang,. Pray be content that you have made me 
|:|f|SWvr V ■ thus, / ^ ^ 

And do not wonder at me. 

Julio. Let me know 

ipul:W|^feybWmean:;tO;Ao,;;:ahdT'a 

?T:wbiid;she yGu;:thus else.'';V'vvfK;^ 



ScEJfElI.] THE CAPTAIN. 


211 


That needs your fear ; that is sufficient. 

Farewell, and pray for me. 

Julio. I would not leave you. 

Ang. You must and shall. 

Julio. I will then. ’VFould yon woman 
Had been ten fathom under ground, when first 
I saw her eyes ! 

Ang. Yet she had been dangerous ; 

For to some wealthy rock of precious stone, 

Or mine of gold as tempting, her fair body 
Might have been turn’d ; which once found out 
by labour, 

And brought to use, having her spells within it. 
Might have corrupted states, and ruin’d kingdoms ; 
Which had been fearful, friend. Go ; when I see 
thee 

Next, I will be as thou art, or no more. 

Pray do not follow me ; you’ll make me angry. 
Julio, Heaven grant you may be right again ! 
Ang. Amen ! [Exeunt severally^ 


SCENE II. 


A Room in the Tavern. 


Enter Tavern Boys, ^c. 

Boy. Score a gallon of sack, and a pint of olives. 

to the Unicorn. 

Above within. Why, drawer • 

Boy. Anon, anon 1 ' 
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Another Boy. Look into the Nag’s-head there. 

% Boy. Score a quart of claret to the Bar ; 

And a pound of sausages into the Flower-pot. 

Enter First Sermnt, with JVine. 

1 Ser>v. The devil’s in their throats. Anon, anon i 

Enter Second Sej'mnt. 

2 Sew. AIulI a pint 

Of sack there for the women in the Flower-de-luce,^ 
And put in ginger enough ; they belch like pot- 
guns : 

And, Robin, fetch tobacco for the Peacock ; 

They will not be drunk till midnight else. How 
how ! 

How does my master ? 

. 2 Boy. ’Faith, he lies, drawdng on apace. 

1 Boy. That’s an ill sign. 

T Mull a pint 

Of sack there for the women in the Flo*ioer»de*lucc.'\ The prac^ 
tice of women resorting to taverns seems to have been very iiniver-’ 
sai in the seventeenth centuryj and was not, as now, confined to 
the lowest ranks, as will appear from the following passage of a 
satirical description of the character of the English, written under 
the assumed disguise of a Frenchman * 

Your lordship will rfot believe me, that the ladies of greatest 
quality suffer themselves to be treated in one of these taverns, where 
a curtesan in other cities would scarcely vouchsafe to be enter- 
tained : but you will be more astonished when I assure you, that 
they drink their crowned cups roundly, strain healths, dance after 
the fiddle, kiss freely, and term it an honourable treat/^ — -Character 
of England, as it was lately presented in a Letter to a Nobleman in 
France^ London, 1659- 12. p. 31. 

Lord Clarendon, in the Continuation of his Life, informs us, that 
about the time of the Restoration, young women frequently met 
'-a taverns arid eating-houses." 
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Boy. And fumbles with the pots too.® 

1 Boy. Then there’s no way but one with him. 

£ jBoy. All the rest, 

Except the, Captain, are in 
Where they lie sod in sack. 

1 Boy. Does he bear up still? 

2 JBoy. Afore the wind still, with his lights up 

•All he takes in I think he turns to juleps. 

Or he has a world of stowage in his belly ; 

The rest look all like fire-drakes, and lie scatter’d 
Like rushes round about the room. My master 
Is now the loving’st man, I think, above ground— 

1 Boy. ’Would he were always drunk then ! 
Within. Drawer ! 

2 Boy. Anon, anon, sir ! 

1 Boy. And swears I shall be free to-morrow ; 

and so weeps, 

And calls upon my mistress ! 

2 Boy. Then he’s right. 

1 Boy. And swears the Captain must lie this 
night with her, 

(And bade me break it to her with discretion) 
That he may leave an issue after him, 

Able to entertain a Dutch aihbassador r iy||;g|^^^^ 
And tells him feelingly how sweet she is, , 

And how he stole her from her friends i’ th’ country, 
And brought her up disguised with the carriers, 

® I wish our poets had been a little less satirical upon their mas- 
ter Shakspeare. Tiiis expression is a plain sneering parody npoii 
the description of Falstaff's death, in Henry Y* act ii. scene iii.— * 

For after I saw \im fumble with- the sheets,” ' 

Nothing cari be more absurd than Sympson^s supposition, that* 
this is intended as a sneer upon Shakspeare.-— 

SympsQn, as well as theeditors of 177 8^ seems to think that there ^ 
can be no parody ’^¥ithout intentional disrespect to the authort 
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And was nine nights bereaving her her maif fen head,. 
And the tenth got a drawer. Here they come. 


Enter Ilost,^ Lonovico, and Piso, drunk ; ami 
Jacomo. 


Within. Drawer ! 

] Boy. Anon, anon ! Speak to the Tiger, Peter. 
Host. There’s my bells, boys, my silver bell. 
Piso. ’Would he were hang’d 
As high as I could ring him 1 
Host. Captain. 

Jac. Ho, boy ? 

Lod. Robin, sufificient single beer, as cold 
As crystal ; quench, Robin, quench. 

1 Boy. I am gone, sir. 

JToiA Shall we bear up still? Captain, how 
love thee ! 

Sweet Captain, let me kiss thee ! By this hand, 

I love thee next to malmsey in a morning, 

Of all things transitory. 

Jac. I love thee too. 

As far as I can love a fat man. 

Host. Dost thou, Captain? 

Sweetly? and heartily ? 

Jac. With all ray heart, boy. 

ATcrr. Then, welcome. Death !— -Come, dose 
mine eyes, sweet Captain y ' 

Thou shalt have all. 

Jac. What shall your wife have then ? 

Host. Wljy, she shall have 
(Besides my blessing, and a silver spoon) 

Enough to keep her stirring in the world, 

^ the ■ hosts with their guests seems itj have 

been carried to an excess in former tiroes, of whiclij, from the 
change of iBaiinerSj w„e can now- hardly form an idea. Sec a iiot-s 
4^11 the subject ill The Lover’s Progress, vol. XI 11« 
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Three little children ; one of them was mine, 
Upon my conscience ; th’ other two are Pagans ! ’ 
Jac. ’Twere good she had a little foolish money, 
To rub the time away with. 

Host. Not a rag,® 

Not a denier ; No ; let her spin, a’ God’s name, 
And raise her house again. 

Jac. Thou shalt not die though. — 

Boy, see your master safe delivered ; 

He’s ready to lie in. 

Host. Good night ! 

Jac. Good morrow ! 

Drink til! the cow come home, ’tis all paidj boys. 
£od. A pox of sack ! 

Host. Marry, God bless my butts ! Sack is a 
jewel ; 

’Tis comfortable, gentlemen. 

Jac. More beer, boy ; 

Very sufficient single beer. 

£oi/. Here, sir. 

How is it, gentlemen ? . 

Jac. But even so so. 

Host. Go before finely, Robin, and prepare 
My wife ; bid her be right and straight ; I come, 
boy. ' ■ 

And, sirrah, if they quarrel, let’em use , ^ 
Their own discretions, by ail means, and stfrh^^^ 
And he 'that’s kill’d shall be as sweetly buried.' — 
Captain, adieu ! adieu, sweet bully Captain ! 

One kiss before I die, one kiss ! 

Jac, Farewell, boy ! 

* Th' .other two are Pagans.] In tlie second part of Henry IV. ^ 
acfcii* scene ii. Prince Henry, enquiriDg concerning/Doll Tearsheet. 
says, “ What Fagan may that be upon which passage Mr Slee- 
veiis remarks^ that Fagan seems to have been a cant term iii> 
■ plying irregularity, either of birth or manners and to prove ih 
cites these two lines of our an thor,™Jtcr{l» 

A cant term this for afariking,-^ Spnpmu 
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Host. All my sweet boys, farewell ! {Exit, 
Lod. Go sleep; you are drunk. 

Jac. Come, gentlemen ; Til see you at your 
lodging. 

You look not lustily ; a quart more ? 

Lod. No, boy. 

Piso. Get us a torch. 

Boy. ’Tis day, sir. 

Jac. That’s all one. 

Piso. Are not those the stars, thou scuri'y hoy ? 
Lod. Is not Charle-wain there ? teli me that ! 

there? 

Jac. Yes. — 

I have paid ’em truly. — Do not vex him, sirrah, 
Piso. Confess it, boy ; or, as I live, Tli beat 
Midnight into thy brains. 

Boy. I do confess it. 

Piso. Then live; and draw more small beer pre- 
sently. , ■ 

Jhc. Come, boys, let’s hug together, and be 
loving, 

And sing, and do brave things. Cheerl}'-, my hearts! 
A pox o’ being' sad ! Now could I fly, 

And. turn the world about upon my finger, 

Gome, ye shall love me ; I’m an honest fellow : 
■Hang care and fortune! , we are frieilifiillsiY' ; 
Lod. No, Captain.^: 

■ Jac. Do not you love me ? I love you two dearly. 
Piso, No, by no means ; you are a fighting cap- 

And killup such poor people as we are by th’ dozens. 
Lod. As they kill flies with fox-tails, Captain. 
Jac. Well, sir? : : 

Lod. Methinks now, asl stand, the Captain shews 

® There is something both cofeic and natural in the two cowardly 

linaves beconiiiig gurty 
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To be a very merciful young man. 

And pr'ythee, Piso, let me have thy opinion. 

Piso. I’lieii he shall have mercy that merciful is, 
Or all the painters are Apocrypha. 

Jac. I am glad you have your wits yet. Will 
ye go ? 

Piso. You had best say we are drunk. 

.fac. Ye are. 

Lod. You lie ! 

Jac, Ye are rascals, drunken rascals ! 

Piso. ’Tis sufficient. 

Jac. And now I’ll tell you w'hy, before I beat ye : 
You have been tampering any time these three days, 
Thus to disgrace me. 

Piso. That’s a lie too. 

Jac. Well, sir ! 

Y’et, I thank God, I have turn’d your points on 

For which I’ll spare ye somewhat, half a beating. 

Piso. I’ll make you fart lire, Captain, by this hand. 
An ye provoke — Do not provoke. I’d wish you. 
Jac. How do yoii like this ? [Beats thtm. 

Led. Sure I am enchanted. 

Piso. Stay till I draw 

Jac. Dispatch then; I am angry. 

Piso. And thou shalt see how suddenly Kill 
thee. ■ 

Jac. Thou dar’st not draw. Yecold, tame, mangy 
cowards, 

Ye drunken rogues, can nothing make ye valiant? 
Not wine, nor beating r 

Lod. If this way be suffer'd- 

'Tis very well ! 

Jac. Go ; there’s your way ; go and sleep ! 

I have pity on you ; you shall have the rest 
To-morrow when we meet. . 

Piso. Come, Lodovic : 
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He's monstrous drunk now ; there's no talking 
with him. 

Jac. I am so ; when I am sober, III do more. 
Boy, where's mine host? 

]_Ej;eunt Lodovico and Piso. 
Boy. He's on his bed, asleep, sir. [E.xit. 

./ac. Let him alone then. Now am I bigii proof 
For anj' action; now could I fight bravely. 

And charge into a wildfire ; or I could love 
Any man living now, or any woman, 

Or indeed any creature that loves sack. 
Extremely, inonstrously : I am so loving, 

Just at this instant, that I might be brought, 

(I feel it) with a little labour, now to talk 
With a justice of peace, that to my nature 
I hate next an ill sword. I will do 
Some strange brave thing now; and I have it here : 
Pray God the air keep out ! I feel it buzzing. 


SCENE III. 


A iJoom zn Fredericks House. 


Fredeeick;, Ceoea, Frank walkins 
alone. 

Chra. She loves him too much ; that’s the plain 
y- l'V'k l truth, Frederick ; . '■ 

For wliich, if I might be believed, I think her 
A strange forgetter of herself : There's Julio, 

*)r twenty more- 
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F?’ed. In your eye, I believe you ; 

But, credit me, the Captain is a man, 

I«ay but bis rough affections by, as worthy 

Clora. So is a resty jade a horse of service, 

If he would leave his nature. Give me one, 

By your leave, sir, to make a husband of, 

Not to be wean’d, when I should marry him: 
Alethinks, a man is misery enough. 

Fred. You are too bitter. 1 would not have him 
worse; 

Yet I shall see you hamper’d one day, ladyy 
1 do not doubt it, for this heresy. 

Clora. I’ll burn before !— [Zb Fkank.] Come, 
pr’ythee leave this sadness. 

This walking by thyself to see the devil, 

This mumps, this lachripmeF this love in sippets ; 
It fits thee like a French hood. 

Frank, Does it so ? 

I am sure it fits thee to be ever talking, 

And nothing to the purpose : Take up quickly ; 
Thy wit will founder of all four else, wench, 

If thou hoid’st this pace: take up, avben I bid thee. 
Clora. Before ymur brother ? fy ! 

Nred. I can endure it. 

Enter jACO'i.iOi drunk. 

Clora' Here’s Raw-head come again. Lord, how 
he looks ! 

Pray God we ’scape vrith broken pates 1 
R-a-iik. Were I he, 

Thou shouldst not want thv wish. He has been 

drinking ; : , ,, , 

Has lie iiotj,, Frederick 

^ Each This is one of the niinierpiis allusions 
John Doukud’s musical work, so entitled, SeevoL, Y.IL p» 15 . 
'aod Mr GitTordk Massinger., I IL 235 = 
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Fred. Yes ; but do not find it. 

C/ora. Peace, and let’s bear his wisdom. 

Fred. You will inad him. 

I am somewhat bold, but that’s all one. 
Clora. A short 

And pithy saying of a soldier. 

Frank. As I live, 

Thou art a strange mad Wench ! 

C&ra. To make a parson. 

Jac. Ladies, I mean to kiss ^vou — — 

C/ara. How he wipes 

His mouth, like ayoung preacher ! We shall have it. 

Jac. In order as you lie before me : First, 

Iwiil begin with you. 

Frank. With me, sir? 

Jac. Yes. 

Frank. If you will promise me to kiss in ease, 

I care not if I venture, 

Jac. I’ll kiss according to mine own inventions, 
As I shall see cause ; sweetly I would wish you. 

I love you. [/vma her., 

Frank. Do you, sir ? 

Jac. Yes, indeed do I ; 

’Would I could tell you how ! 

Frank. I would you would, sir 1 
"F jac. I would to God I could ; but ’tis sufficient; 
Hove you witb. my : heart.;,:; V||. ■ 

Frank. Alas, poor heart ! ' 

Jac. And 1 am sorry, — but we’ll talk of that 
Hereafter, if ’t please God. 

Frank. Even when you will, sir. 

Clora. He’s dismal drunk ; would he were 

Jac. You, 

I take it, are the next. 

Frank. Go to him, fool. 

Clora. Not I ; a’ will bite me. 

3. 
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ScESE in.] 


Jac. When, wit ? when ? 

Clora. Good Captain ! 

Jac. Naj?, an you play bO'peep, ril ha’ no mercy, 
But catch as catch may. 

T're^/, Nay, ni not defend jmu. 

Clora. Good Captain, do not hurt me ! I am sorry 
That e’er I anger'd you. 

Jac. I’ll tew you for’t, 

By this band, wit, unless you kiss discreetly. 

l^Kiises her. 

Clora. No more, sir. 

Jac, Yes, a little more, sweet wit ; 

One taste more o’ your office. Go thy ways. 
With thy small kettle-drums; upon my conscience, 
Thou art the best that e’er man laid his leg o’er. 
Clora. He smells just like a cellar : Fy upon him! 
Jac, Sweet lady, now to you. 

\_Going to Frederick. 
Clora. For love’s sake, kiss him. 

Fred. I shall not keep my countenance. 

Frank. Try, pr’ythee. 

Jac. Pray be not coy, sweet woman ; for FU 
kiss you. ; 

I am blunt; but you must pardon me. 

Clora. Oh, God, my sides ! 

All. Fla, ha, ha, ha ! 

Jac. Why ha, ha, ha ? why laugh ? 

Why alPthis noise, sweet ladies? 

Clora. Lusty Lawrence,^ 

See what a sweet gentlewoman you have saluted : 
Pray God, she prove not quick I 
Fred. Where were thine eyes, 

To take me for a woman ? ha, ha, ha ! 

Jac. Who art’a ? art’a mortal ? 

■ Lawrence,^ This proverbial expressioE- has already -oc™ 

eyrrcd in The Woman's Prize, vol. VL p. 2,77- ■ 
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Fred. l am Frederielc. 

Jac. Then Frederick is an ass, a scurvy Frederick, 
To laugh at me. 

Frank. Sweet Captain I 
Jac. Away, woman ! 

Go stitch, and serve God ; I despise thee, woman ! 
And Frederick shall be beaten. — ’Sblood, you rogue. 
Have you none else to make your puppies of 
But me ? 

Fred. I pr’ythce be more patient ; 

There’s no hurt done. 

Jac ’Sblood, but there shall be, scab I £Draws, 
(Flora. Help, beip, for love’s sake ! 

, Frank. Who’s within there ? 

Fred. So ! 

Now yon have made a fair liand. . 

Jac. Why ? 

Fred. You have kill’d me. [Falls as Idlki. 
Clora. Call in some officers, and stay the Captain ! 
Jac. You shall not need. 

Clora. This is your drunkenness ! 

Frank, Oh, me! unhappy brother Frederick ! 
Look but upon me ; do not part so from me ! 

Set him a little higher. He is dead ! 

Clora. Oh, villain, .villain! . . 

Enter Fabeitio and Servants. 

Fab, How now ! what’s the matter ? 

Frank. Oh, sir, my brother ! Oh, my dearest 
brother! ; 

Clora. This drunken trough has kill’d him. 

Fab. Kill’d him ? 

Clora. Yes. 

For Heaven’s sake,® hang him quickly ! he will do 

® For heavea God So the first folio. The te.st is from 

the second. 
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Every day sucli a murder else. There’s nothing 
But a strong gallows that cair make him quiet ; 

I find it in his nature too late. 

Fab. Pray be quiet ; 

Let me come to him. 

Clara. Some go for a surgeon I 
Frank. Oh, what a wretched woman has he 
made me ! 

Let me alone, good sir ! 

Fab. To what a fortune 
Hast thou reserved thy life ! 

Jac. Fabritio. 

Fab, Never entreatme; for I will not know thee, 
Nor utter otie word for thee, unless it be 
To have thee bang’d. — For God sake, be more 
temperate ! 

Jac. I have a sword still, and I am a villain ! 

[Offh's to kill himself. 
Hold, hold, hold! 

Jac. Ha!^ 

[Ser’vants lay hold on him ; he struggles. 
Clara. Away with him, for Heax^'en’s sake ! 

He is too desperate for our enduring. 

Fab. Come, you shall sleep ; eome, strixm not; 
ril have it so. Here, take him to his lodging ; 
And see him laid before you part. 

Serv. We will, sir. - 

\_Exeimt Jacomo and Servants. 
Fred. Ne’er wonder ; I am living yet, and well. 
I thank you, sister, for your grief; pray, keep it 
Till I am fitter for it. 

7 Jac. Jfaf Exit] So, witlioiit authority, 'teails Sympson ; but 
it is impossible the author should Jutenci Jacomo to depart heroj 
when Fabritio's next speech is partly- addressed Imn, and partly 
to the servants, directing the,m, to take him to his lodging b]/ 
which speech, also^, we i]diderstand-that7^eisr.meg/e6^ with them.--** 
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Do you live, sir ? 

Fred. Yt&i but ’twas time to counterfeitj, be 

To such a madness in his wine. 

Fab. ’Twas well, sir, 

You had that good respect unto his temper, 

That no worse followed. 

Fred. If I had stood him. 

Certain one of us must liave perish'd. How nov/, 
Frank ? 

Frank. Beshrew mj heart, I tremble like an 
aspen ! 

Qora. Let him come here no more, for Heaven’s 
sakCj 

Unless he be in chains. 

Frank. I -would fain see him 
After he has slept, Fabritio, but to try 
How he will be. Chide him, and bring him back- 
Clora. You’il never leave, till you be worried 
with him. 

Frank. Come, brother ; we’ll walk in, and laugh 
a little, 

To get this fever off me. 

G/orfi. Hang him, squib ! 

Now could I grind him into priming powder. 

Frank. Pray will you leave your fooling? ' 

. Fab. Coine, alf ffiendsy-::-: 

Frank. Thou art enough to make an age of 

: r : - ^ 'rr ' : 

Thou art so cross and peevish.® 

'■ 

Frank. Thou art enough to make an age of men so, 

Th(m art so cross and peevisL] This secms/^ says Blr Syiap* 
SOB^ ** to be as odd a reason as well could be given to coiiSrm thft 
line above And he supposes that ‘‘ some line or lines have beeij 
ciropt.^^-««-The first copy is much confused in this scene : it never 
nieiitioirs 'the departure of Jacomo; but on Fabritio^s sayings 
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. Fub. X wil! chide him ; ^ . 

And, if he be not graceless, make him cry for’t 

Clora. I would go a mile (to see him cr}') in' 
slippers, 

He would look so like a whey-cheese. 

Frank. AFould we might see him once more ‘ 

Fab. If you dare 

Venture a second trial of his temper, 

I make no doubt to bring him, 

' Clora. No, good Frank, 

Tet him alone ; I see his vein lies only 
For falling out at wakes and bear-baitings, 

That may express him sturdy. , , : 

Fab. Now, indeed, . , 

You are too sharp, sweet sister ; for unless 
It be this sin, which is enough to drown him, 

I mean this sourness, he’s as brave a fellow, 

As forward, and as understanding else, 

As any he that lives. 

Frank. I do believe you ; 

And, good sir, when you see him, if we have 
Dista-sted his opinion any way, 

Make peace again. 

Fab. I will. I’ll leave ye, ladies. 

Clora. Take heed ! you had best ; he has swora 
to pay you else. 

Coro 65 , a! K friends/^ it saysj Eseu?ii, as if .all were to derariv 
tiiougli Fabritio and tbe two ladies continue con¥ersingo««-Tlie al- 
teration of so, to sore (wliicii we have made) destroys, the absurdity 
which Sampson coniplaiiis ofj,- and which every one, must see.—* 
Ed. 1778. 

This is a most evident alteration for- the .worsej. ' for the text h 
perfect seiisoj and far better than the,' prosaiG '■and feeble reading o,i 
the last, editors. The word so may either- refer 'to Jacomo and Franks 
and may meanj thou, (i. e. Clora) "art enough to make a'ii age of 
men so, e. as mad as he is ; or we 'may adopt- Mason's i liter pre- 
tatioii-— You are so cross and peevish^k -you 'are enough to make 
ail age of men so,” 

VOL. IX. P‘ 



[Act IV. 


m6 the captain. 

Fab. Iwarrantyou; I have been often threaten d. 
Clora. When he comes next, I have the cough, 
or tooth-ach, 

Or something that shall make me keep my chamber; 
I love him so well. 

Frank. ’Would you would keep your tongue ! 

\_Exeu7it: 


SCENE IV.^ 


The Streef before l.elia’s House. 


Enter Axgeio. 

Ang, I cannot keep from this ungodly woman, 
This Lelia ; whom I know too, yet am caught ; 
Her looks are nothing like her : ’ W ould her faults 
Were all in Paris print upon her face, 

Cum privilegio to use ’em still ! 

I would write an epistle 

Before it, on the inside of her mask, 

And dedicate it to the whore of Babylon ; 

With a preface upon her nose to the gentle reader ; 
And they should be to be sold 

^ Scene IFJ} The measu-re of this scene (till the entrance of the 
.Father) is, in all editions prior to that. of 17S0, <ii?idecl extremelj' 
bad; Mr Sjropson then made a new division of the lines, which 
seems to m far from satis^ctory* W e have endeavoured to make 
out a better and more natural one*~Ed» 1773* 

This, and some other scenes in the sequel, are so loosely versi- 
fied, though certainly many regular lines occur, that I suspect they 
were origiBally written in prose, and that the poet, being accus« 
tomed to write in metre, forgot his resolution occasionally, and 
introduced some regular verses. 
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At the sign of the Whore’s Head i’ th’ Pottage-pot, 
In what street you please. But all this helps not me ! 
I am made to be thus catch’d, past any redress. 
With a thing I contemn too. I have read Epictetus 
Twice over against the desire of these outward 
things j 

And still her face runs in my mind : I went 
To say my prayers, and they were so laid out o’ 
th’ way, 

That if I could find any prayers I had, 

I am no Christian. This is the door, and the short is, 
I must see her again. [He knocks. 

Enter Maid. 

JTmW. Who’s there? 

A7ig. ’Tis I : 

I would speak with your mistress. 

Maid. Did she send for you ? 

No; what then? I would see her. Pr’y- 
thee, by thy leave ! 

MM,id. Not by my leave ; for she will not see 
you, but doth hate 

You and your friend, and doth wish you both 
!?»ang’d ; . 

Whichj being so proper men, is great pity 
That you are not. 

Ang. How is this ? 

Maid. For your sweet self, in particular, 

Who she resolves persuaded your friend to neg- 
lect her, 

Shedeemethwhipcordthemostconvenientunetion. 
For your back and shoulders, 

Ag. Let me in, I’ll satisfy her. 

Maid. And if it shall happen that you are indoubt 
Of these wy speeches, insomuch that you 
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Shall spend more tiaie in arguing at the door, 

I am fully persuaded that my mistress in person 
from above. 

Will utter her mind more at large, by \yay 
Of urine upon your bead, that it may sink 
The more soundly into your understanding facul- 
ties. 

Jng. This is the strangest thing ! Good pretty 
soul. 

Why dost thou use me so ? I pray thee 
Let me in, sweet-heart ! 

Maid. Indeed I cannot, sweet-heart ! 

Jng. Thou art a handsome one, and this crossness 
Does not become thee. 

Maid. Alas, I cannot help it. 

Ang. Especially to me : Thou know’st when I 
was here, 

I said I liked thee of all thy mistress’ servants. 

Maid. So did I you ; though it be not my fortune 
To express it at this present ; for truly, 

If you would cry, 1 cannot let you in. 

Ang. {A[part.\ Pox on her I I must go the down- 
right way. — Look you, 

Here is ten pound for you, let me speak with her. 

Maid, I like your gold well, but it is a thing, 
By Heaven, I cannotf^ ! She will not speak with 
you, 

Especially at this time j she has affairs. • 

Ang. l^Apart.'] This makes her leave her jesting 
yet.— But take it. 

And let me see her ; bring me to a place 
Where, undisceimed of herself, I may 
Feed my desiring eyes but half-an-hour. 

Maid. Why, ’faith, I think I can ; and I will 
stretch 

My wits and body too for gold, If you will swear; 
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As you are gentle, not to stir or speak. 

Whatever * you shall see or hear, nowor hereafter— 
Give me your gold : I’ll plant you. 

Jng. Why, as I am a gentleman, 

I will not. 

Maid. Enough. Quick ! follow me. [ExeimL 
Enter Sermnt. 

Serv. Why, where’s this maid ? She has much 
care of her business ! 

Nell ! I think she be sunk ! Why, Nell ! whiew ! 
Maid. [Iflth'n.] What’s the matter ? 

Enter Maid. 

Ser>o. I pray you heartily come away ! 

Oh, come, come. The gentleman, my mistress in- 
vited 

Is coming down the street, and the banquet 
Not yet brought out ! [They bring in the banquet. 
Lelia. [Within.l Nell, sirrah ! 

Maid,. I come forsooth. 

SerH). Now must I walk ; 

When there is any fleshly matters in hand, 

My mistress sends me of a four hours’ errand : 
But if I go not about mine own bodily business 
As well as she, I am a Turk. [Exit. 

\ Where yoM Varied by Sympson. 
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SCENE V. 


A Room within the House, with a Gallery : a Ban- 
quet set out. 

Enter Father, in his disguise as a Soldier. 

Father. What ! all wide open ? ’Tis the way to sing 
Doubtless ; but 1 must on ; the gates of hell 
Are not more passable than these : How they 
"Will be to get out, God knows ; I must try, 

’Tis very strange ! If there be any life 
Within this housej ’would it would shew itself! 
What’s here ? a banquet ? and no mouth to eat, 
Or bid me do it ? This is something like 
The entertainment of adventurous knights 
Entering enchanted castles ; for the manner, 
Though there be nothing dismal to be seen, f 
Amazes me a little. What is meant 
By this strange invitation ? I will sound 
My daughter’s meaning ere I speak to her, 

If it be possible ; for by my voice [Musk. 
She will discover me. Hark ! whence is this ? 

Come hither, you that love, and hear me sing 
Of joys still growing, 

Green, fresh and lusty, as the pride of spring, 
And ever blowing. 

• ’Tis a sufficient coniplitnent to this song, that Mr Killigrew 
lias inserted it in his Thojnaso, or Merry Wanderer.— (Sywpsofl., 
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Come hither^ youths that blush, and dare not knm 
What is desire. 

And old men, worse than you, that cannot blow 
One spark of fire. 

And with the power of my enchanting song. 

Boys shall be able men, and old men young. 

Enter Angelo on the Gallery. 

Come hither, you that hope, and you that cry ; 
Leave off complaining ; 

Youth, strength, and beauty, that shall ne^er die, 
Ai’e here remaining. 

Come hither, fools, and blush you stay so long 
From being blest, 

And mad men worse than you, that suffer wrong, 
Yet seek no rest. 

And in an hour, with my enchanting song, 

You shall be ever pleased, and young maids long. 

Enter loELiA and Maid, with Night-gown and 
Slippers. 

Lelia. Sir, you are welcome hither ! as this kiss, 
Given with a larger freedom than the use 
Of strangers will admit, shall witness to you. — ; 
Put the- gown on him. — In this chair sit down.— 
Give him his slippers. — Be not so amazed ; ■ 

[Drm/l'f., 

Here’s to your health ! and you shall feel this wine 
Stir lively in me, in the dead of night. — 

Give him some wine.— Fall to your banquet, sir ; 
And let us grow in mirth. Though I am set 
Now thus far off you, yet, four glasses hence, 

I will sit here, and try, till both our bloods 
Shoot up and down to find a passage out ; 
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Then mouth to mouth will we walk up to bech 
And undress one another as we go ; 

Where both my treasure, body, and my soul, 

Are yours to be disposed of. 

Father. Umh ! umh ! 

\_Makes signs of his white head and beard, 
Lelia. You are old? 

Is that your meaning ? Why, you are to me 
The greater novelty ,• all our fresh youth 
Are daily offer’d me. Though you perform, 

As you think, little, yet you satisfy 
My appetite j from your experience 
I may learn something in the way of lust 
I may be better for. But I can leach 
These young ones : But this day 1 did refuse 
A pair of them, Julio and Angelo, 

And told them they were, as they were, raw fools 
And whelps. [Angelo makes discontented signs. 
Maid. Pray God he speak not 1 

{_Maid lays her jinger across her mouth to him. 
Lelia. Why speak you not, 

Sweet sir? 

Father. Umh ! 

[Stops his ears ; shext's he is troubled with the music. 
Lelia. Peace there, that music 1 — Now sir, . 
Speak to me. 

Father. Umh I ^Points at the Maid. 

Lelia, Why ? would you have her gone ? 

You need not keep your freedom in for her ; 

She knows my life, that she might write it ; think 
She is a stone : She is a kind of bawdy confessor. 
And will not utter secrets. 

Father. Umh ! [Points at her again. 

Lelia. Be gone then, 

Since he needs will have it so. ’Tis all one. 

[Exit Maid. Father locks the door. 
Is all now as you would? Come, meet me then j 




Tnan mocking of thy father. Let thine eyes 
Seflect upon thy soul, and there behold 
How loathed black it is ; and whereas now 
Thy face is heavenly fair, but thy mind foul, 

Go but into thy closet, and there cry 
Till thou hast spoil’d that face, and thou shalt find 
How excellent a change thou wilt have made, 
For inward beauty. 

Lelia. Though I know him now [Aside. 

To be my father, never let me live 
If my lust do abate ! FI 1 take upon me 
To have known him all this while. 

Father. Look! dost thou know me ? 

Ze/zh. I knew you, sir, before. 

Father. What didst thou do? 
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And bring a thousand kisses on thy lips, 

And I will rob thee of ’em, and yet leave 
Thy lips as wealthy as they were before. 

Father. [Ducomring himsey.'l Yes, all is as 1 
would, but thou ! ^ 


borne 

All the sad crosses that I laid upon you, 

With such a noble temper, which indeed 
I purposely cast on you, to discern 
Your carriage in calamity, and you 
Have undergone ’em with that brave contempt, 
That I have turn’d the reverence of a child 
Into the hot affection of a lover : 

Nor can there on the earth be found, but yoursj 
A spirit fit to meet with mine. 

Father. A woman? 
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Thou art not, sure ! 

Leiia. Look and believe. 

Father. Thou art 

Something created to succeed the devil, 

When he grows weary of his envious course, 

And compassing the world. But I believe thee ; 
Thou didst but mean to try my patience, 

And dost so still : But better be advised. 

And make thy trial with some other things 
That safelier will admit a dalliance : 

And if it should be earnest, understand 

How curs’d thou art ! so far from Heaven, that thou 

Beiiev’st it not enough to damn alone. 

Or with a stranger, but wouldst heap all sins 
Unnatural upon this aged head ; 

And draw thy father to thy bed, and hell ! 

ie/ifl. You are deceived, sir; ’tis not against 

For us to lie together : If you have 
An arrow of the same tree with your bow, 

Is’t more unnatural to shoot it there 
Than in another ? ’Tis our general nature 
To procreate, as fire’s is to consume ; 

And it will trouble you to find a stick 
The fire will turn from. If’t be Nature’s will 
W e should not mix, she will discover to us 
Some most apparent crossness,' as our organs 
Will not be fit ; which if we do perceive 
We’ll leave, and think it is her pleasure 
That we should deal with others. 

Thou slialt not say a prayer ! ’tis not 

Thou shouldst. When this is done, I’ll kill myselfj 

That never man may tell me I got thee. 

■ \_Father draws his sword; Angelo discovers 
himself. 
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Lelw. I pray you, sir ! — Help there! — for God’s 
sake, sir ! 

Ang. Hold, reverend sir ! for honour of your age! 
^hr/^er. Who’s that ? 

For safety of your soul, and of the soul 
Of that too-wicked woman yet to die ! 

Father. What art thou ? and how cam’st thou 
to that place ? 

Ang. I am a man so strangely hither come, 
That I have broke an oath in speaking this ; 

But I believe ’twas better broke than kept. 

And I desire your patience. Let me in, 

And I protest I will not hinder you 
In any act you wish, more than by word. 

If so I can persuade you, that I will not 
Use violence, I’ll throw my sword down to you. 
This house holds none but I, only a maid, 

Whom I will lock fast in, as I come down. 

Father. I do not know thee; but thy tongue 
doth seem 

To be acquainted with the truth so well 
That I will let thee in : Throw down thy^ sword. 

, : There'- 

IThrori'S dozen his sword, and exit. 
Lelia. How came he there ? I am betray’d to 
shame! 

The fear of sudden death struck me all over 
So violently, that I scarce have breath 
To speak yet : But I have it in ray head, 

And out it shall, that, Father, may perhaps 
0’er-reach,you yet, 

, {Father lets in Angelo, and locks the door. 
Father. Coine, sir ; what is’t you say ? 

Lelia. My Angelo ! By all the joys of love, 
Thou art as welcome, as these pliant arms 
Twined round, and fast about thee, can persuade 
thee ! 
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Mng. Away ! _ 

Lelia. I w^as in such a fright before thou cam’st ! 
Yon old mad fellow (it will make thee laugh. 
Though it fear’d me)^ has talk’d so wildly here ! 
Sirrah, he rush’d in at my doors, and swore 
He was my father, and, I think, believed it : 

But that he had a sword, and threaten’d me, 
I’faith he was good sport. Good, thrust him out, 
That thou and I may kiss together ; wilt thou ? ' 
Father. Are you her companion ? and with these 
fair words, 

;Got ill to rescue her from me ? 

{Offers to run at Mm. 

Ang. Hold, sir ? 

I swear I do not.harbour such a thought : 

I speak it not for that you have two sivords. 

But for ’tis truth. 

Lelia. Two swords, my Angelo? 

Think this, that thou hast two young brawny arms 
And ne’er a sword, and he has two good swords 
And ne’er an arm to use ’em : Rush upon him ! 

I could have beaten him with this weak body, 

If I bad had the spirit of a man. 

Ang. Stand from me, and leave talking, or by 
Heaven 

I’ll trample thy last damning word out of thee ! 
Father, Why do you hinder me then? stand 
away, ■> 

And I will rid her quickly. 

£ 

Clear of this business ! yet I cannot pray. 

Ang. Oh, be advised ! Why, you were better 
kill her, 

If she were good. Convey her from this place, 

® Though U feared me.} i, e. terrified me. The word was an- 
ciently used actively as well as passively. 
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Where none but you, and such as you appoint,' 
May visit her ; where let her hear of nought 
But death and damning, (which she hath deserved) 
Till she be truly, justly sorrowful ; 

And then, lay mercy to her, who does know 
But she may mend ? 

Father. But whither should I bear her ? 

To my house; 

’Tis large and private ; I will lend it you- 
Father. I thank you, sir; and happily it fits 
With some design I have. But how shall we 
Convey her 

Lelia. Will they carry me away ? 

Father. For she will scratch and kick, and scream 
so loud 

That people will be drawn to rescue her. 

Ang. Why none can hear her here, but her own 
maid, 

Who is as fast as she. 

Father. But in the street ? 

Ang. Why, we will take ’em both into the kit- 
chen, 

There bind ’em, and then gag ’em, and then throw 
’em ^ ■ 

Into a coach I’ll bring to the back-door, 

And hurry ’em away. 

Father. It shall be so. 

I owe you much for this, and I may pay you ; 
There is your sword. Lay hold upon her quickly, 
— This way with me, thou disobedient child ! 
Why does thy stubborn heart beat at thy breast? 
Let it be still ; for I will have it search’d 
Till I have found a well of living tears. 

Within it, that shall spring out of thine eyes, 
And flow all o'er thy body foul’d with sin, 

Till it have wash’d it quite without a stain. 
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Ldia. Help ! help ! ah ! ah ! Murder ! I shall be 
murder’d ! \They drag her. 

ihall be murdered ! 

Mather, This helps thee not. 

Leiia, Basely murder’d, basely ! 

Father. I warrant you. {Exeunt, 


ACT V. SCENE 


A Street. 


Enter Lonovico and Piso. 


Lod. This rosruv Captain has made fine work 


oome to ms garrison again, i acne all over, 
That I am sure of ! Certainly my body 
Is of a wildfire,* for my head rings backward, 

Or else I have a morris in my brains. 

a m!dfire«2 So’ the old ; copies*-' The reading in the lest 
(ell for 'o/') is from Mr Seward^s' conjee ture^ who ihiriks it; iimch 
more agreeable to the tenor of this speech.— 

We believe the reading of the old copies right ; meaiiiiigi M'fy 
hod^ is (ma»e) of 177 B. 
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Lod. I’ll deal no more with soldiers. Well re- 
xnembeF’d ; 

Did not the vision promise to appear 
About this time again ? 

Piso. Yes. Here he comes : 

He’s just on’s word. 

Enter Father. 

Father. Oh, they be here together. 

She’s penitent; and, by my troth, I stagger 
Whether, as now she is, either of these 
Two fools be worthy of her : Yet, because 
Her youth is prone to fall again, ungovern’d, 

And marriage now may stay her, one of ’em 
(And Piso, since I understand him abler) 

Shall be the man ; the other bear the charges, 
And willingly, as I will handle it. 

I have a ring here, which he shall believe • 

Is sent him from a woman I have thought of : 
But ere I leave it, I’ll have one of his 
In pawn worth two on’t ; for Twill not lose 
By such a mess of sugar-sops as this is j 
I am too old. 

I think Sympson right in reading “ all a wildfire; and the allu- 
sion is to the practice of ringing bells in an unusual manner when 
a fire happens in a town.” — Mason. 

The old text, as explained by the editors of 1778, should not be 
disturbed. As to Mason’s conjecture, there may be some truth in 
it ; but it by no means proves the propriety of Sympson’s varia- 
tion. Wildfire CAimot allude to a fire in a town, though the ring- 
ing backwards possibly may; for Piso varies the metaphor not 
only in this line, but in the next, where he applies the ringing in 
his head to the bells sounding at the feet and on the arms and caps 
of nsorris-dancers. The latter have been so much the subject of 
ingenious disquisition lately, (particularly in the work of ray friend 
Mr Douce,) that it is presumed the refers of Beaumont and 
Fletcher are sufficiently acquainted with them. 
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It moves again; let’s meet it. ^ 

Father, Now, if I be not out, we sbali bjive fine 
sport. — 

I am glad I have met you, sir, so happily ; 

You do remember me, I am sure. 

Lod. I do, sir. 

Piso. This is a short preluclium to a challenge. 
Father. I have a message, sir, that much con- 
cerns you, 

And for your special good. Nay, you may hear too. 
Pko. What should this fellow mean ? 

Father. There is a lady — 

How the poor thing begins to warm already — 

[Aside, ' 

Come to this town, (as yet a stranger here, sir) 
Fair, young, and rich, both in possessions, 

And all the graces that make up a woman, 

A widow, and a virtuous one.— -It works ; 

He needs no broth upon’t. [Asid.;.. 

Lod, What of her, sir? 

Father. No more but this ; she loves you, 

Lod Loves me ? 

Father, Yes; 

And with a strong aifection, but a fair one. 

If you be wise and thankful, you are made : 
There’s the whole matter. 

Loa. I am sure I hear this. 

Father. Here is a ring, sir, of no little-value ; 
Wbich, after she had seen you at a window, 

She bade me haste, and-give it ; when she blush’d 
Like a blown rose. 

Lod. But pray, sir, by your leave— 

Methinks your years should promise no ill meaning. 
Father. I am no bawd, nor cheater, nor a courser^ 

^ Nor a coarser.] Though I have changed coarser to courser, 
as we commonly pronounce it, yet I fancy we ought to make a 
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Of broken-winded women : If you fear me, 

I’ll take my leave, and let my lady use 
A fellow of more form ; an honester 
I am sure she cannot. 

Zod Stay ! you have confirm’d me : 

Yet let me feel ; you are in health ? 

Father. I hope so ; 

My water’s well enough, and my pulse. 

Lod Then 

All may be excellent. Pray pardon me ; 

For I am like a boy that had found money, 
Afraid I dream still. 

Piso. Sir, what kind of woman, 

Of what proportion, is your lady ? 

Lod. Ay ? 

Father. I’ll tell you presently her very picture : 
Do you know a woman in this town they call — 
Stay ; yes ; it is so — Lelia ? 

Aw. Not by sight. 

Father. Nor you, sir? 

XodL Neither. 

fartlier cortectioB still, and for conrser read coser^ i* e* mmigo^ a 
merchant or dealer in, &c. The word in Scotch, signifiying 
to change or barter, J am indebted to the ingenious and learned 
Mr Lye for this sense of the word* Vid^ Jnnii Etymologicon An» 
giicanum ad verhum cosed,S^mpson* 

Though M r Sy mpson thu s conhd ently says, * I h-a v e c h an G E B / 
yet couitSEB is the reading of the second folio ; and is, as the con- 
text proves, evidently right ; a courser, of broken-winded wmen^ 
In the same style is his assertion, that, when Angelo (p* 228) is 
persuading Lelia^^s maid to admit him into the house, the other 
copies make Angelo say, This crossness does become thee^ and that 
be has inserted the particle not,'' which, however, appears in 
the second folio. — —Ed. 1778. 

Courser is the right reading* . A horse-courser means a dealer 
in horses, who generally endeavours to part with those that are un- 
sound* Jonson, in his Bartholomew-Fair, describes Jordan Knockem 
as a courser -of horses.— 

See Whatley's edition of this pky of Ben Jonson, act iii. sc. iv. 
VOL. IX* Q 
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Father. These are precious rogues, [Aside. 
To rail upon a woman they ne’er saw : 

So they would use their kindred. “ 

jPwo. We have heard, though. 

She is very fair and goodly. 

Father. Such another, 

Just of the same complexion, making, speech, 
(But a thought sweeter) is my lady. 

Lod. Then 

She must be excellent indeed. 

Father. Indeed she is, 

And you will find it so. You do believe me ? 

Lod. Yes, marl’}' do I ; and I am so alter’d- 

Father. Your happiness will alter any man. 

Do not delay the time, sir ; At a bouse 
Where Don Velasco lay, the Spanish signor, 
Which now is signor Angelo’s, she is. 

Lod. I know it. 

Father. But before you shew yourself, 

Let it be night by all means ; willingly ; 

By day she would not have such gallants seen 
Repair unto her ; ’tis her modesty. 
iLod. I’ll go and fit myself. 

Do ; and be sure 

You send provision in, in full abundance, - 

Fit for the marriage ; for this night, I know. 

She will be yours. Sir, have you ne’er a token 
Of worth to send her back again ? Y'ou.must ; 
She will expect it. 

Lod. Yes ; pray give her this, [CxAw a ring. 
And with it, all 1 have. I am made for ever ! 

[Exit. 

Fiso. Well, tlioii hast fool’s luck. Should I live 
as long 

As an old oak, and say my, prayers hourly, 

I should not be the better of a penny. 

I thipk the devil be roy ghostly father ! 
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Upon my conscience, I am full as handsome ; 

I am sure I have more wit, and more performance, 
Which is a pretty matter. 

Father. Do you think, sir, 

That your friend, Signor Piso, will be constant 
Unto my lady ? you should know him well. 

Piso. Who? Signor Piso? 

Yes, the gentleman. 

Piso. Why, you are wide, sir. 

Father. Is not his name Piso? 

Piso. No; mine is Piso. 

Father. How ! 

Piso. It is indeed, sir ; 

And his is Lodovic. 

Father. Then I’m undone, sir ! 

For I was sent at first to Piso. What a rascal 
Was I, so ignorantly to mistake you ! 

Piso. Peace ; 

There is no harm done yet. 

Father. Now ’tis too late, 

I know my error : At turning of a street, 

(For yon were then upon the right-hand of him) 
You changed your places suddenly ; where I i, 
(Like' a cross blockhead lost my memory. 

What shall I do ? My lady utterly 
Will put me from her favour. 

Piso. Never fear it ; 

I’ll be thy guard, I warrant thee. Oh, oh ! 

Am I at length reputed ? For the ring. 

I’ll fetch it back with a light vengeance from him : 
He had better keep tame devils than that ring. 


^ - A cross blockhead*'} I liav,e a strong -suspicion tliatgTOs was 
’the -original read-iBg? i e* vyhat a great, . stupid,: ■ dull, &c, block- ^ 
head was I ; - 

Cross may perhaps be used by the poe^s in the sense of 

ing — Ed. 1778. ' ^ 
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Art thou not ste'^t^ard ? 

Father. No. 

Piso. Thou shalt be shortly. 

Father. Lord, how he takes it ! [Aside, 

Piso. I’ll go shift me straight. 

Art sure it was. to Piso ? 

Father. Oh, too sure, sir. 

Piso. I’ll mount thee, if I live, for’t. — Give me 
patience. 

Heaven, to bear this blessing, I beseech thee ! 

I am but man ! — I pr’ythee break my head, 

To make me understand I am sensible. 

Father. Lend me your dagger, and I wll, sir. 
Piso. No; 

I believe now, like a good Christian, 

Father. Good. s>\v, make haste ; I dare not go 
without you, 

Since ! have so mistaken. 

Pwo. ’Tis no matter : 

Meet me within this half-hout at St Margaret’s. — 
Well, go thy ways, old leg! thou hast the trick 
' 1 . on’t. [Exit. 

Enter AtsGELO and 3 vhio. 

Ang. How now ! the news ? 

Father. Well, passing well ; I have ’em 
Both in a leash, and made right for my purpose. 
Julio. I am glad on’t. I must leave you. 

Ang. Whither, matt? 

Julio. If all go right, I may be fast enough too. 
Ang. I crj'^you mercy, sir ! • I know your mean- 
' ing : 

Clora’s the woman ; she’s Frank’s bedfellow. 
Commend me to ’em ; and go, Julio, 

Bring ’em to supper all, to grace this matter : 
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They’ll serve for witnesses. 

Julio. 1 will. Farewell 1 
\Exeunt Julio at mt Door ; Angelo and Fa- 
ther at aiiother. 


SCENE II, 


A Room in Frederick’s Housi. 


Enter Clora, Frank, Frederick, and Maid. 

Fred. Sister, I brought you Jacomo to tb’ door ; 
He has forgot all that he said last night ; 

And shame of that makes him more loth to cbme. 
I left Fabritio persuading him ; 

But ’tis in vain. 

EVakE Alas, my fortune, Clora ! 

. Clora. Now, Frank, see what a kind of man you 
love. 

That loves you when he’s drunk. 

Frank. If so, 

’Faith I would marry him : My friends, 1 hope, 
Would tnake him drink, 

C/om, ’Tis well consider’d, Frank, 

He has such pretty humours then. Besides, 
Being a soldier, ’tis better he should love you 
When he’s drunk, than when he’s sober ; for then 
He will be sure to love you the greatest part on’s 
life. 

Frank. And ’ivere not I a happy woman then ? 
Clora. That ever was born, Frank, i’faith. 

Fred, How now, what says he ? 


[Act V. 
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JjK/er Fabritio. 

Fab. Taitii, you may 

As well ’tice a dog up with a whip and bell. 

As him by telling him of love and women ; 

He swears they mock him, 

Fred, Look how my sister weeps. 

Fab. Why, who can help it ? 

Fred. Yes, you may safely swear she loves him. 
Fab. Why, so I did ; and may do all the oaths 
Arithmetic can make, ere he believe me ; 

And since he was last drunk, he is mqre jealous 
They would abuse him. If we could persuade him 
She loved, he would embrace it. 

She herself ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Shall bate so much of her own modesty. 

To. swear it to him, with such tears as now 
Yon see rain from her^ 

Fab. 1 believe ’twould work ; 

But would you have her do’t i’ th’open street ? 
Or, if you would, he’ll run away from her. 

How shall we get him hither ? 

Fred. By entreaty. 

Fab. ’Tis most impossible. No ; if we could 
Anger him hither, (as there is no way 
But that to bring him) and then hold him fast, 
Women and men, whilst she delivers to him 
The truth seal’d with her tears, he would be pliant" 
As a pleased child. He walks below for me, 
Under the window. . 

Clora. We’ll anger him, I warrant ye ; 

Let one o’ th’ maids take a good bowl of water, 

’ He 'Would be plain,] Plain Iseing evidently corrupt, Mr Seward 

proposes to read pliant ; and Mr fain ^ i. e. (upon autlio- 

ritj of Spenser) fond. We think this very uncouth, and that 
geward^s conjecture is much more plausibie«<— Ed« 177 S« 
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Or say it be a piss-pot, and pour’t on’s head. 

Fab. Content ! Hang me, if I like not 
The cast on’t rarely ; for no question 
’Tis an approved receipt to fetch such a fellow. 
Take all the woman-kind in this house, betwixt 
The ag’e of one and one hundred, and let them 
Take unto them a pot or a bowl, containing 
Seven quarts or upwards, and let them never leave 
Till the above-named pot or howl become full; 
Then let one of them stretch out her arm, and 
pour it 

On his head, and, probatim est, ’twill fetch him; 
For in his anger he will run up, and then 
Let us alone, 

Clora, Go you and do it. \Exit Maid. 

Frank. Good Clora, no. 

Cbra. Away, I say, and do it. Never fear ; 
We have enough of that water ready distill’d. 

Frank. Why, this will make him mad, Fabritio ; 
He’ll neither love me drunk, nor sober, now. 

Fab. I warrant you. What, is the wench come up; 

Enter Maid above. 

Clora. Art thou there, wench ? 

Maid. Ay. 
ihA Look out then 
If thou canst see him. ' 

Maid. Yes, I see him; and by my troth 
He stands so fair, I could not hold, were he 
My father. His hat’s off too, and he’s sci'atching 
His head. 

Fab. Oh, wash that hand, I pr’ythee. 

Maid. God send thee good luck ! 

’Tis the second time I have thrown thee out to-day. 
— Ha, ha, ha! just on’s head. 

Frank, Alas ! 
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Fah. What does he now? 

Maid, He gathers stones ; God’s light, he breaks 
all the street- windows! 

Jac. \JVithm.'\ Whores ! bawds! your windows, 
your windows ! 

Maid. Now he is breaking 
All the low windows wdth his sword : Excellent 
sport! 

Now he’s beating a fellow that laugh’d at him ; 
Truly the man takes it patiently : Now he goes 
Down the street gravely, looking on each side ; 
There’s not one moi'e dare laugh. 

Frank. Does he go on ? 

Maid. Y es. 

Fabritio, you have undone a maid 

' ■ [Kneels. 

By treachery ; know you some other better, 

You would prefer your friend to? If you do not, 

Bring him again ! I have no other hope 

But you, that made me lose hope ; if you fail me, 

I ne’er shall see him, but shall languish out 
A discontented life,' and die contemn’d. 

jptf A This vexes me I I pray you be more patient. 
If I have any truth, let what will happen, 

[Lifts her up. 

I’ll bring him presently. Do you all stand 
At the street-door, the maids, and all, to watch 
When I come back, and have some private place 
To shuffle me into ,• for he shall follow 
In fury, but I know I can out run him : 

.fp As he comes in, dap all fast hold on him, 

’ And use your own discretions. 

Fred. We will do it. 

Fab. But suddenly ; for I will bring him hither, 
With that unstopp’d speed, that he shall run over 
Ah that’s in’s way ; And though my life be ven- 
ifk tured, 
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’Tis no great matter, I will do’t. 

Frank. 1 thank you, 

Worthv Fabritio. 


\_Ea:ennt, 


SCENE IIL 


The Street. 


Enter Jacomo. 

Jac. I ever knew no woman could abide me; 

But am I grown so contemptible, 

By being once drunk amongst ’em, that they begin 
To throw piss on ray head ? for surely it was piss: 

Huh, huh! ‘ {Semlls. 

Enter 'EAmii'vio. 

Fab. Jacomo, how dost thou ? 

Jac. Well ; something troubled 
With watrish humours. 

Fab. Foh ! how thou stink’st ! 

Pr’ythee stand further olf me. Methinks these 
‘humours 

Become thee better than thy dry choleric humours, 

Or thy wine-wet humours. Ha ! 

Jac. You are pleasant ; 

But, Fabritio, know I am not in the mood 
Of suffering jests. 

Fab. If you be not i’ th’ mood, 

I hope you will not be moody. But truly 
I cannot blame the gentlewomen; you stoodp ufe ^,..,^., 
dropping ' 
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Under tlieir wdndow, and would not come up. 

Jac. Sir, I suspect now, by your idle talk, 
your hand was in’t; which, if I once believe, 

Be sure you shall account to me. 

Fab. The gentlewomen and the maids have 
counted 

To you already ; the next turn I see is mine. 

Jac. Let me die, but this is very strange ! 
Good Fabritio, 

Do not provoke me so. 

Fab. Provoke you? You’re grown 
The strangest fellow i there’s no keeping company 
with you. 

Pish ! take you that. 

[Fabritio gives him a box d tli ear. Jacomo 
draxvs his sicord. 

Jac. Oh, all the devils 1 Stand, slave ! 

Fab. Follow me if thou dar’st. {Exit. 

Jac. Stay, cow’’ard, stay 1 \FAxit running. 


SCENE IV. 

The Room in Frederick’s House. ■ ' 

Frederick, Frank, CnoRA, Servant, and 
Maid. 

Clora. Be ready ; for I see Fabritio running, 
And Jacomo behind him. 


FJw/cr Fabritio. 

Fab. Where’s the place ?, 

Fred. That way, Fabritio. 


[Exit Fabritio. 
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Jacomo. 

Jac. Where art thou, treacher r ® 

[Frederick, Cloea, and Maid, lay hold on 
Jacomo. 

What’s the matter, sirs ? 

Why do you hold me ? I am basely wrong’d ! 
Torture and hell be with you ! let me go ! 

[They drag him to a chair, and hold him down in k. 
Fred. Good Jacomo, be patient ; and but hear 
What I can say : You know J am your friend ; 

If you 3 fet doubt it, by mv' soul I am. 

Jac. ’Sdeath, stand away ! I would my breath 
were poison ! 

Fred. As I have life, that which was thrown 
on you, 

And this now done, were but to draw you hither 
For causes weighty, that concern yourself. 

Void of all malice ; which this maid, my sister, 
Shall tell you. 

Jhe. Pub ! a pox upon ymu all ! you will not 

For ever here ; and, till you let me go, 

I’ll talk no more. 

Frank. As you’re a gentleman, [[Kneels. 

Let not this boldness make me be believed 
To be immodest 1 If there were a way 
More silentl}'- to be acquainted with you, 

God knows, that I would chuse ; but as it is. 
Take it in plainness : I do love you more 
Than you do your content. If you refuse 
To pity me, I’ll never cease to weep ; 

And when mine eyes be out, I will be told 

® Treacher A common word for traitor, which occurs in Shak* 
speare’s King Lear, and in numerous other old books. 
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How fast the tears I shed for you do fall ; 

And if they do not flow abundantly, 

ril fetch a sigh shall make ’em start and leap, 

As if the fire were under. 

Jac. Fine mocking, fine mocking ! 

Fred. Mocking? Look how she weeps. 

Jac. Does she counterfeit crying too ? 

Fred. Behold how the tears flow! Or pity her, 
Or never more be call’d a man. 

Jac. How’s this ? 

Soft you, soft you, my masters !. Is ’t possible, 
think you, 

She should be in earnest ? 

Clora. Earnest ? Ay, in earnest : 

She is a fool to break so many sleeps. 

That would have been sound ones, 

And venture such a face, and so much life, 

For e’er an humorous ass i’ th’ world. 

Frank. Why, Clora, 

I have known you cry as much for Julio, 

That has not half his worth. All night you write 
And weep, too much, I fear ; I do but what 
I should. 

Clora. If I do write, I am answer’d, Frank. 

• Frank. I tvould I might be so ! 

Jac. Good Frederick, let me go ; 

I would fain try if that thing do not counterfeit, 
Fred. Give me your sword then. " 

Jac. No ; but take my word. 

As I am man, I will not hurt a creature 
Under this roof, before I have deliver’d 
Myself, as I am now, into your hands, 

Or have your full consent. 

Fred. It is enough. \Tkey let Mm loose. 

Jac. Gentlewoman, I pray you let me feel your 
liAS «face 
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I am an infidel, if she do not weep ! 

Stay; where’s my handkerchief ? I’ll wipe 
The old wet off: The fresh tears come ! Pox on’t, 
lam 

A handsome gracious fellow amongst women, 
And knew’t not. — Gentlewoman, how should I 
know , 

These tears are for me? Is not your mother dead? 
Frank. By Heaven, they are for you ! 

Jac. ’Slight, I’ll have my head curl’d and powder’d 
To-morrow by break of day. If you love me, 

I pray you kiss me ; for if I love you, 

It shall be such love as I will not be 
Ashamed of. — If this be a mock, [Kisses, 

It is the heartiest and the sweetest mock 
That e’er I tasted. Mock me so again ! 

[Kisses again. 

Fred. Fy, Jacomo ! why do you let her kneel 
So long ? 

Jac. It’s true ; I had forgot it, and should have 
done [Lifts her up. 

This twelvemonth : Pray you rise. — Frederick, 

If I could all this while have been persuaded 
She could have loved me, dost thou think I had 
Not rather kiss her than another should ? 

And yet you may gull me, for aught I know ; 

But if you do, hell take me if I do not cut 
All your throats sleeping ! 

Fred. Oh, do not think of such a thing. 

Jac. Otherwise, if she be in earnest, the short is. 
Tarn;;;;; 

Alas, I am. ^ ^ ^ 

Jac. And I did not think it possible any woman 
Could have liked this face : It’s good for nothing, 

^ C%pra.;;Ves>A:: ' A 
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It is worth forty shillings to pawn, being lined ^ 
Almost quite through with velvet. 

Frank. ’Tis better than- your Julio’s. 

Jac. Thou thinkest so ; 

But otherwise, in faith, it is not, Frank. ^ 

{Kisses her. 

Enter Fabritio. 

Fab. Hist, Jacomo! How dost thou, boy, ha? 

Jac. Why, very well, 

I thank you, sir. 

Fab. Dost tliou perceive the reason 
Of matters and passages yet, sirrah, or no? 

Jac. ’Tis wond’rous good, sir. 

Fab. I have done simply for you : 

But now you are beaten to some understanding, 

I pray you dally not with the gentlewoman, 

But dispatch your matrimony with all convenient 
speed. 

^ LiimlJ] In act iii. scene vi. of this play, Piso uescribcs Jacomo 
as one that wore his forehead in a velvet scabbard, and Clora here 
says his face is worth forty shiliin;>s to pawn upon account of its 
velvet lining. If lined be not a Lutinism here, we mmt have the 
lining not on the inside as usual, but on the out* What we may 
ikrther remark from hence is, the ditrererice of patches in the poet*s 
days and in ours. The heroes of the blade then would have no« 
thing less than velvet, .whereas plain silk is thought good enough 
by those iiQ\\\—Sympson, 

vje- believe, used .in.' tbe -same sense to this day by., arti- 
sans, .&C4 The actors,, .in particula’r, call marking their features 
for old characters, lining the face ; though that may, indeed, bear 
aBOther.sense.-— EdV' 177'^xh,' ’ . 

Sympson is evidently right in.- his explanation. That of the last 
editors is so far-fetched^ that it is utterly inadmissible. Though 
Jacomo was not a youth, -it .does, 'not appear -in the course of the 
play that he v/as a septuagenarian, or that his luce was furrowed 
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Fred. He gives good counsel. 

Jac. And Til follow it. 

Fab. And I you, Pr’ythee do not take it un- 
kindly ; 

For, trust me, I box’d thee for thy advancement : 
A foolish desire I had to joggle thee 
Into preferment. 

Jac. I apprehend you, sir ; 

And if I can study out a course how a bastinadoing 
May any ways raise your fortunes in the state, 
You shall be sure on’t. 

Fab,. Oh, sir, keep your way, 

God send you much joy ! ■ 

Clora. And me my Julio! [Julio speaks within. 
Oh, God, I hear his voice 1 Now he is true, 

Have at a marriage, Frank, as soon as you ! 

[Exeunt all but Frederick. 

Enter Messenger. 

Mess. Sir, I would speak with you. 

Fred. What is your nasty business, friend ? 
Afe55. The duke commands your present attend- 
ance at court. 

Fred. The cause ? 

Mess. I know not in particular : but this ; 
Many are sent for more, about affairs 
Foreign, . I take it, sir. 

FrM I will be there 

Within this hour. Return my humble service. 
Mess. I will, sir. [Exit. 

Fred. Farewell, friend. What news with you ? 

; Enter a Servant. ■; ■ 

Serv. My mistress would desire you, sir, to follow 
With all the haste you can : She is gone to church, 
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To marry Captain Jacomo ; and Julio, 

To do as much for the young merry gentlewoman, 
Fair mistress Clora. 

Fred. Julio marry Clora ? 

Thou art deceived, I warrant thee. 

Serv. No sure, sir; 

I saw their lips as close upon the bargain 
As cockles. 

Fred. Give ’em joy ! I cannot now go ; 

The duke hath sent for me in haste. 

Serv. This note, sir. 

When you are free, will bring you where they are. 

lEMt. 

Fred. [jReadingd\ “ You shall find us all at Signor 
Angelo’s, 

Where Piso, and the worthy Lelia 
Of famous memory, are to be married ; 

And we not far behind.” ’Would I had time 
To wonder at this last couple in hell.’ 

^ Last couple in hellJ^ This is alluding to a rustic diversion, 
called, I think, by another name in our poets, Shakspeare, and the 
play-wrights of that time, viz- barlep-break. Sir John Suckling has 
a pretty poem, wherein he describes this diversion, which, for the 
sake of my readers, I have here inserted : 


Love, Reason, Hate, did once bespeak 
Three mates to play at Barley-break ; 

Love, Folly took ; ,and Reason, Fancy ; 

And Hate consorts with Pride ; so dance they 
Love coupled last, and so it fell 
That Love and Folly were in helL 



They' break and Love' would' Reason;' meet, 
But Hate was nimbler on her feet ; 

,, , Fancy looks for Pride, and thither 
Hies, and they two hug together : 

Yet this new coupling still doth tell 
That Love and Folly were in helL 

Hath now got Reason on her side : 
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Enter Messenger again. 

Mess, You are stay’d for, sir. 

Fred. I come. Pray God the business 
Hold me not from this sport ! I would not lose it. 

{Exemt. 


SCENE Y. 


An Apartment in Angelo’s House. 


Enter Father, Viso, Angelo, and Lelia. 

Ang. God give you joy, and make you live to- 
gether 

A happy pair 1 

Piso. I do not doubt we shall. There was never 
Poor gentleman had such a sudden fortune ! 

I could thrust my head betwixt two pales, and 
strip me 

Out of my old skin like a snake. Will the guests 
come, 

Thou saidst thou sentest for to solemnise the nup- 
tials ? 

Father. They will ; I look’d for ’em ere this. 

HateandFancymeetj'and'stand"' 

Untoucht by Love in Foliy^s'hand ; ■ ^7 ' , 

Folly was dull, but Love ran- well, 

So Love. -and Folly were in'bell*” 

But tbe reader .-may fold a- more exact and’’ minute description of 
tbis^ diversion in. Sir Philip Sydney^s 

■:...V0L/IX« 
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E^iter Julio, Jacomo, Fabritio, Frank, and 
Clora. 

Julio. By your leave all. 

Father. They are here, sir. 

Julio. Especially, fair lady, 

I ask your pardon ; to whose marriage-bed 
I wish all good success ! I have here brought you 
Such guests as can discern your happiness, 

And best do know how to rejoice at it 

(For such a fortune they themselves have run :) 

The worthy Jacomo, and his fair bride ; 

Noble Fabritio, (whom this age of peace 
Has not yet taught to love aught but the wars) 
And his true friend, this lady, who is but 
A piece of me. 

Lelia. Sir, you are welcome all ! — 

Are they not, sir ? [Exit Father. 

Piso. Bring in some wine ; 

Some of the wine Lodovic the fool sent hither. 
Whoever thou bid’st welcome, shall find it. 

Lelia. An unexpected honour you have done 
To our too hasty wedding. 

Jac. ’Faith, madam, our weddings were as hasty 
as yours : 

We’re glad to run up and down any whither, 

To see where we can get meat to our wedding. 
Piso. That Lodovic hath provided too, good ass! 
A7ig. I thought you, Julio, would not thus have 
stolen 

A marriage, without acquainting your friends. 
Jtdio. Why, I did give thee inklings. 

Ang. If a marriage 
Should be thus slubber’d up in a play. 

Ere almost any body had taken notice 
You were in love, the spectators would take it 
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To be but ridiculous. 

Jtilio. This was the first, and I 
Will never hide another secret from you. 

Enter' Father. 

Father. Sir, yonder’s your friend Lodovic ; Hide 
yourself. 

And it will be the best sport 

Fiso. Gentlemen, 

I pray you take no notice I am here : 

The coxcomb Lodovic is coming in. \Retires. 

Enter Lonovico. 

Lod. Is that the lady ? 

Father. That is my lady. 

Lod. As I live, she’s a fair one ! 

What make all these here ? 

Father. Oh, Lord, sir, she’s so pester’d — — 
iuzA Now will the sport be; it runs right as Julio 
Toidms.'*-- ; 

Lod.. Fair lady, health to youl Some words 
I have, that require an utterance more private 
Than this place can afford. 

Lelia. I’ll call my husband; 

All business I hear with his ears now. 

Zod. Good madam, no; (but I perceive your jest) 
You have no husband ; l am the A^ery man 
That walk’d the streets so comely. 

Lelia. Are you so? 

Lod. Yes, ’faith; Avhen Cupid first did prick 
your heart. ’ 

I am not cruel ; but the love begun 
r th’ street I’ll satisfy i’ th’ chamber fully. 

Lelia. To ask a madman whether he be mad 
Were but an idle question ; if you be, 

1 
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I do not speak to you ; but if you be not, 

Walk in the streets again, and there perhaps 
I may dote on you; here I not endure you. 

Lod. Good madam, stay ; do not you know this 
ring ? 

Lelia. Yes, it was mine ; I sent it by my man 
To change, and so he did ; it has a blemish, 

And this he brought me for it : Did you change it? 
Are you a goldsmith ? 

Lod. Sure the world is mad ! — 

Sirrah, did you not bring me this ring from your 
lady ? ' 

Father. Yes, surely, sir, did I ; but your wor- 
ship must 

Even bear with me, for there was a mistaking in it ; 
And so, as I was saying to your worship, 

My lady is now married. 

Lod. Married? to whom ? 

Father. To your worship’s friend Tiso. 

Tod ’Sdeath ! to Piso ? 

Pdo. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Ang. Yes, sir, I can assure you 
She’s married to him; I saw’twith these grey ej'es. 
Lod. Why, what a rogue art thou then ? Thou 
hast made me 
Send in provision too. , 

Father. Oh, a gentleman 
Should not have such foul words in’s mouth ; 

But your worship’s provision 

Could not have. come in at a fitter time. 

Will it please you to taste any of your own wine? 
It may be the vintner has cozen’d you. 

Lod. Pox. I am mad ! 
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Lod. I do not speak to you. 

Fab, Because you dare not. 

Lod. But I will have one of that old rogue’s 
teeth , 

Set in this ring. 

Dost not thou know 

That I can beat thee ? — Dost thou know it now ? 

[Discovers himself. 
Lod. He beat me once indeed. 

Father. And if you have 

Forgot it, I can call a witness; — Gome forth, Piso ! 
Remember you it ? 

Piso. ’Faith, I do call to mind 
Such a matter. [Coming forward. 

Father. And if 1 cannot still do’t. 

You are young, and will assist your father-in-law. 
Piso. My falher-in-law ? 

Ang. Your father-in-law. 

As sure as this is widow. Telia. 

Piso. How? widow Telia? 

Father. I’faith, ’tis she, som 

Zod. Ha, ha, ha ! let my provision go ! 

I am glad I have miss’d the woman. 

Piso. Have you' put 
A whore upon me ? 

Lelia. By Heaven, you do me wrong ! 

I have a heart as pure as any woman’s ; 

And i mnan to keep it so for e%'er. 

Father There is 

No starting now, son ; if you offer it, 

I can compel you ; her estate is great, 

But all made o’er to me, before this match : . J 

Yet if you use her kindly, (as I swear -f, 

I think she will deserve) you shall enjoy it 
During your life, all,. save some slender piece ii,’ 
I will reserve for my own maintenanGe i 
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And if God bless you with a child by her. 

It shall have all, 

Fiso. So I may have the means, 

I do not much care what the woman is.—- 
Come, my sweetheart ! as long as I shall fmd 
Thy kisses sweet, and thy means plentiful. 

Let people talk their tongues out. 

Zeiia. They may talk 
Of what is pass’d ; but all that is to come 
Shall be without occasions. 

Julio. Shall w'e not make 
Piso and Lodovic friends ? 

Jack. Hang ’em, they dare not be enemies ; 

Or, if they be, the danger is not great. 

Welcome, Frederick ! 

jE?«?er Frederick, 

Hred. First, joy unto you all ! 

And next, T think we shall have wars. 

Jac. Give me some wine ! 

I’ll drink to that. 

Fab. I’ll pledge. 

Frank. But 1 shall lose you then. 

Jac. Not a whit, wench ; 

I’ll teach thee presently to be a soldier. 

Fred. Fabritio’s command, and yours, 

Are both restored. 

Jac. Bring me four glasses then ! 

Fab. Where are they ? 

Ang. You shall not drink ’em here. ’Tis supper 
time ; 

And from my house no creature here shall stir 
These three days ; mirth shall flow as well as wine. 

ril tell you more at 
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How much I am bound to all, but most to youj 
Whose undeserved liberality 
Must not escape thus unrequited. 

Jac. ’Tis happiness to me, T did so well : 

Of every noble action, the intent 

Is to give Worth reward, Vice punishment. 

r Exeunt. 



EPILOGUE. 


I j: you niisiike (as you shall ever be 
Your own free judges) this play utterly^ 

For your own nobleness yet do not hiss ! 

But, as you go by, say it was amiss, 

And we will mend : Chide us, but let it be 
Never in cold blood ! O* ray honesty, 

(If 1 have any) this Til say for all ; 

Our meaning was to please you still, and sbal]« 
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Teis Tragi-coniedy is ascribed to Fletcher alone by his pan?3« 
gyrists Gardiner and Hills* Their authority is of little weight ; 
but the general structure of the play, and the versihcation, seem to 
support their testimony. In the beginning of the eighteenth cen«* 
tury it was revived at Drury-Lane theatre, with no success, and 
since then it has suffered very general, but undeserved neglect. 
The compiler of the Biographia Dramatica very truly observes. 

According to the best of my judgment, this play may very justly 
be ranked with several of the pieces of these authors which are 
better known, and even frequently represented ; nor can I help 
thinking, that without any farther alteration than a judicious cur- 
tailing of some particular passages, or what is understood in the. 
theatrical language, by this play, it might be ren- 

dered, on a revival, a very agreeable entertainment even to the 
nice-stoinached audiences of the present age/' 

■ This’play isa very curious instance.of dramatic mechanism, for 
the author, or authors, have with great skill contrived to unite a 
great number of detached stories, and formed a plot of very con- 
siderable interest, and not more irregular than those of most of the 
plays of tifat period. The main plot, at least the latter part, u 
founded on the old fabliau of The Marriage of Sir Gawaine, pub- 
lished from an imperfect copy by Dr .Percy, (Reliques, voL III. 
p. llj 350.) and more immediately on Chaucer's admirable Wife 
of 'Bath's Tale, since versified by Dryden.*, The ingenuity with 
which a story so romantic, and apparently so unfit for dramatic 
purposes, is varied and adapted for the stage, reflects high credit 
on the author* Again, the comic under-plot, of Lopez, Isabella, 

* Nearly the same story occurs .In Gower's Go.nfessio Araantis, Book B 
and in the Gesta Ramanorura. , , 
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; Bartello, ami Claudio^'. is-. founded upon three. different novels of 
'Boccaccio;,' 'which' are" introduced with admirable art. The last;' 
scene in the.second act is the sixth novel of the seventh day5.:withf 
no considerable variation. A very brief abstract of this novel 
may suffice, 'as the Decameron is in most liarids. Isabella, the 
wife of a rich and valorous knight, was enamoured of the yoiiiig'; 
Leonetto, and at the same time besieged by the importunities of 
Lambertucdo, whom she- detested, but whose threats induced her 
to promise a compliance with his desires. ' Being at a country-house 
during the absence of her husband, she had invited her favoured 
lover thither ; but their happiness was soon disturbed by the ar- 
rival of Lambertuccio, and she was forced to conceal Leonetto in 
a closet. In a similar manner the former was soon disturbed by 
the appearance of the husband of Isabella. By the advice of the 
latter, he drew his poignard on the approach of the husband, and 
uttered imprecations against the coward who had shle’lded himself 
from the effects of his wrath in the house, mounted his horse, and 
departed. Isabella then related to the husband, within hearing of 
the concealed Leonetto, that a youth had taken shelter in the 
house, pursued by Lambert uccio. Leonetto now issued from the 
closet, and related that he had been attacked by Lambertucdo, 
whom he supposed to be a madman. The easy, good-natured hus- 
band, praising the hiimamty of his wife, prepared a supper for liis 
guest, wiu> departed in <|uiet to Florence.” ^ 

The ibui’th scene of the third act is built on a story of oriental 
origin, and of very extensive popularity. The original is probably 
a tale in iiie Heetopades of Veeshno-Sarma, whicii was translated 
from the Sanscrit by Captain Wilkins, and versified in Hoppner s 
Oriental Tales, under the title of the Cow-keeper arid the Barber's 
Wife. It also occurs in the fables of Bidpai, or Pilpay, which, 
from a Turkish version, were translated into French by the learned 
M. Gailand, and dnished by 'M. Cardonne. The present tale oc- 
curs in the first book ^ and is entitled The Dervish and the Tfiieff 
In Europe the story appeared in divers slmpes. Guerin, -one of the 
ancient French trouveurs, formed his fabliau De Tresccs on the 
story. (See Barbazaffs Fabiiaux^ ed, 1S08, voL IV. p. 395). Boc- 
caccio adopted it, probably from' the latter source, into his De- 
cameron, where, it forms the eighth novel of the seventh day. 

Arriguceio Beriinghieri, a rich old merchant, thought to render 

^ Mamii supposes that Boccaccio took the ’hint of tliis novel from tlie 
twenty-second epistle of the second book of Aristenctes. The same story 
occurs in the Cmtoieimnt d^un Fere d son fik, translated into French 
from Petms Alphonsus ; in the French Dolopatos ,• in Henry Stephens''^ 
Apology for Herodotus ; in Bandello, Sansovino, and Parabosco ; and m 
several French coilections of novels. 
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liis: family noble by marrying a yoiang woman named Sismonclg^ 
She -became enamoured of a youth called Ruberto, but being rather 
indiscreet in their amours, the old husband became extremely jea- 
lous. In order to enjoy the company of her lover secureljj she 
was forced to employ a stratagem- She fastened ever^^ night a* 
string to her great toe, which, descending through the wall to the 
house door, Ruberto was directed to pull it, upon which she pulled 
again, in case her husband was asleep ; but held it drm if he was 
awake. One night Arrigiiccio perceived the string, and suspect- 
ing the stratagem, took itohl and lied it on his own. Soon after- 
wards the lover arrived, and gave his accustomed sign, upon which 
the jealous husband arose, armed himself, and issued to the door.. 
When Ruberto perceived that it was not bis inamorata, he began 
to fly, and Arriguccio to pursue ; at lastthey closed, but the neigh- 
bours interfering, the latter returned to his house, Sismonda in 
the mean time awoke, and, suspecting the cause of her husband's 
absence, called her maid, and prevailed upon her to take her place.. 
She then put out the candle, and retired. When Arriguccio re- 
turned, he beat and kicked the servant in a most cruel manner, 
and, after having cut off her hair, left her, and proceeded to the 
house of her mother and her three brothers, who were greatly en- 
raged against Simonda, and accompanied Arriguccio to his house.. 
But the w'ary Sismonda had in the mean time dressed herself, ar- 
ranged the bed, and, on their arrival, was occupied in sowing. 
Upon hearing the reproaches of her brothers, she feigned the ut- 
most surprise, showed that her body had not been beaten, nor her 
tresses cut, and accused her husband of being drunk, and of having 
acted the part he had related in some bagnio. The fury and the 
threats of the brothers were now tufiied against the poor husband, 
who was forced to promise perfect confidence in his wife here- 
after/' Massinger has made use of the original oriental story in 
his Guardian, where, however, the story is very ill told, and dis* 
gusting in the extreme. 

The novel of Boccaccio, from which the third scene of the fourth 
act is borrowed, is the eighth of the eighth day in the Decameron. 
It is not so closely copied as the two preceding ones, and the nature 
of the tale is such as prevents any abridgment in this place. 

Having thus traced the different sources from which the plot of 
this tragi-comedy is derived, it remains to say something of its ge- 
neral merits, and this can be done in few words, as the nature of 
the drama is not such as to call for very rigidly critical disquisi- 
tion. The rapidity with which a succession of amusing incidents 
is artfully connected, is accompanied with a corresponclent airy 
liveliness of the poetry and the characters. The humorous parts 
of the play are fail of bustle, which docs not afford a very minute 
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liiscrimination of cliaracter ; witli tlie exceplioR of tlie iiuiigry 
Feimiioj .the'^eraainin dramatis personm of the iiiiilcr^plot arc 
similar to many others which occur in these dramas* A very con«. 
siderable defect in this under-plot is the sudden and unprepared- 
for information which we receive in the last acty that Claudio had 
employed all his assiduity merely' to try the constancy of his sister^ 
the wife of the old usurer ; and this circomstance seems to support 
the general notion, that Fletcher hurried on his last acts with care- 
less precipitation, and to strengtlien the supposition that the play 
v,"as written after the death of the more critical Beaiimont 
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Duhe of Sienna, suitor to Belmdere. 
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Florence. — Night.- — -Btfore the Citadel, 

Enter Bartello and Silvio. 

Silmo. ’Tis true, slie is a right good jirincess, and 
a just one, 

And Florence, when she sets, has lost a planet. 

Bart. My mistress ? I tell thee, gentle nephew, 
There is not such another friend to goodness. 

To downright dealing, to faith, and true heart, 
Within the Christian confines. Before shebless’d us, 
Justice "Was a cheesemonger, amere cheesemonger, 
Weigh’d nothing to the world but mites and mag- 
gots, 

And a main stink ; law, like a horse-courser, 

Her rules and precepts hung with gauds and rib- 
bands, 

And pamper’d up to cozen him that bought her. 
When sheherself washackney,1ame, and founder’d. 
Sil. But the sweet lady Belvidere, the bright 
one- 

: VOL. IX. 
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Ay, tliere’s a face indeeci ! Oh, my dear 
nephew, 

Could a young fellow of thy fiery mettle 
Freeze, and that lady in his arms 

Sil. I think not. 

Bart. Thou hast a parlous judgment ! * But let 
that pass : 

She is as truly virtuous, fair, and noble, 

As her great mother’s good; and that’s not ordinary. 

Sil But why (so many princes, and so great ones, 
Being suitors) should the duchess deny to match 
her? 

Barf. She is a jewel, man, hangs in her bosom; 
Her only child : With her eyes she sees all things, 
Discourses with her tongue; and pluck her from her 
(So dotingly the old one loves her young one) 
You pluck her heart out too : Besides, of late clays, 
The duke of Milan, who could never win her 
By love, nor treaty, laid a close train for her 
In her own priv'ate walks, some forty horse-men, 
So to surprise her, which we found, and dealt with; 
And sent ’em running home to the duke theirmaster, 
Like dogs with bottles at their tales, 

Sil. Since that, I heard, sir, 

She has sent her to your citadel to secure her, 
My cousin Rodope,'^ your wife, attending her. 

* A JncIgpenL] Fariom was a usual phrase for 

sbrewd. Jo Richardili. Qiieeo Elizabeth calls the Duke of York 

A parlous boy." 

® Mp cousin Rodope^ pour mife^ &c.] Sympson complains that 
there is, a' mighty jumble throughout this play between cousin and 
aunt. Had he attended to h, he had found a similar Juroble;, as 
hevterms. It, in ail the ancient plays, particularly in those of Sbak- 
speare. In Hamlet, Claudius calls Hamlet his cousin, though his 
nephew and his step-son. In Romeo and Juliet, Lady Capulet calls 
her nephew, Tybalt,' her cousin. And in Richard IH,, the old 
Duchess of 'York goes still farther, for she calls her grand-childreii, 
tile sons o! Clarence,, her cousins. In shorty the word comiu was 
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Bart. You hear a truth ; and all convenient plea« 
sures 

Are there proportion’d for her. 

SiL I would fain, sir, 

Like one, that owes a duteous service to her, 

Sometimes, so please you 

Bart. Gentle cousin, pardon me ! 

I must not, nor you must not dare to offer : 

The last edict ^ lies on his life pursues it. 

Your friend, sir, to command abroad, to love you, 
To lend you any thing I have, to wait upon you ; 
But, in the citadel where I stand charged. 

Not a bit upon a march : No service, sir. 

No, good sir, by no means ! I kiss vour hands, sir. 

[E.viL 

SiL To your keeping only ? none else to look 
upon her ? 

None but Bartello worthy her attendance? 

No faith but his to serve her ? Oh, Belvidere, 
Thou saint to whom my youth is sacrificed, 

Thou point to which my life turns, and my fortune ! 
Art thou lock’d from me now ? from all my com- 
' ■ ' ' forts, ; 

Art thou snatch’d violently?'* Thouhear’stmenot; 

formerly applied to any degree of consanguinityj except tliat of 
brother and sister, [father and mother]. — Mason. ■ 

Sympsonjs, however, so far right, that the first folio often reads 
niece or where the second substitutes aunt. 

2 Edict.] This word is accented on the last syllable throughout 
the-playy. contrary to the present practice. 

^ ‘From all comforts 

Art thou smiclid violently f] Silvio n not lamenting the lady^s 
condition, but his own^ and therefoxe I should think it would be 
better to read^ 

Prom me all my comforts 

Are x\\oy snatcli d violently • — Sympson^ 

This is a most uncouth and needless yariation.' The whole tenor 



a76 


WOMEN PLEASED. [Act I. 


Nor canst thou see, fair soul, thy servant’s mourn- 
ings ; 

Yet let thy gentle heart feel what is absence,^ 
The great divorce of minds so truly loving*, 

So long, and nursed in one affection, 

Even from our infant eyes suck’d in, and nourish’d 
— Oh ! let it feel but that, and there stand constant, 
And I am blest. My dear aunt Rodope, 

That is her governess, did love me dearly ; 
There’s one hope yet to see her : When he is ab- 
sent, 

It may be ventured, and she may work it closely. 
I know the lady’s will goes equal with me, 

And so the danger of the edict avoided : 

Let me think more 1 for I must try all hazards. 

Enter Claudio and Soto, with a Rope Ladder. 

Soto. Will you go yonder, sir ? 

Clati. Yes, marry will I, sir. 

Soto. And by this ladder ? 

Clan. By that ladder, coxcomb. 

Soto. Nave you any more necks at home whep 
this is broken ? 

For this will crack with the best friend he has, sir. 
Or, can you pitch of all four, like an ape now? 
Let me see you tumble. 

Clau. You are very pleasant, sir. 

Soto. No, truly, sir ; I should be loth to see you 

of Silvio's speech^ and indeed of tlie 'whole plaj^ proves that the 
loves of Silvio and Belvidere were mutual, and equally strong on 
both sides andj as Mason observes^ the word moknt. shews that 
he considered her as snatched from him against her \viiL 

^ Yet let thy gentle heart feel what Ills absenceJI A letter too 
much in Ms^ makes strange stuff in this passage : Our authors pos- 
sibly wrote, 

h ak€nce,->^Sympsofh 
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Come fluttering down like a young rook, cry squab. 
And take you up with your brains beaten into your 
buttocks. 

Clau. Hold your peace, ass !— Who’s this stands 
musing here ? 

Silvio? , ■■ , ■ 

Sil, Who calls me? 

Clau. One most glad to see you, sir. 

&7. My dearest Claudio ? What make you thus 
private, 

And with a preparation of this nature ? 

Soto. We have leave to play, and are going to 
climb birds’ nests. . ^ 

Sil. Pr’ythee what is it, friend ? Why start you 
from me? 

Is your old mistress grown so coy and cruel, 

She must be scaled ? It seems you are loth to 
tell me. 

Since twenty years’ continuance of our friendship 
May not be worth the weight of such a secret, 
’Twill be but rude to ask again. ’Save you ! {Going. 
Clau. Nay, stay, dear Silvio! if you love me, 
take it; 

For, tiir you know it, never woman labour’d 
As I do now. 

Sil. I’ll do my best to ease it. 

Clau. You have heard, the lady Belvidere — - 
Sil. What heard, sir ? 

Clau. Heard, to the citadel, upon some fears, 
She is confined. 

Sil. Why dreams he on this beauty ?— {Aside. 
’Tis true, I have heard it. 

Clau. And that no access. 

No blessing from those eyes, but with much hazard. 

Even hazard of a life 

Sil. He dares not love her I— {Aside. 
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I have heard that too : But whither points your 
purpose? 

Clau. Oh, Silvio, let me speak that none may 
hear me, 

None but thy truth ! I have loved this lady long, 
Long given away my life to her devotion. 

Long dwelt upon that beauty to my ruin. 

SiL Does she know this ? 

Clau, No ; there begins my misery ! 

Ixion-like, I have only yet clasp’d clouds, 

And fed upon poor empty dreams that starve me. 
Sil. And what do you mean to do now ? 

Clau Though I die for’t, 

Though all the tortures in the world hung On me. 
Arm'd with imperious Love, I stand prepared now 
With this to reach her chamber ; there to see her, 
And teii her boldly with what truth I love her. 

SIL Twill not be easily done, sir- 

Ckm. Oh, my Silvio, 

The hardest things are sweetest in possession, 

Sil- Nor will shew much discretion. 

Clau. Love is blind, man ; 

And he, that looks for reason there, far blinder. 
Sil. Have you consider’d ripely? 

Clau. All that may fall. 

And arm'd against that all. 

-S?7. Her honour too 

What she may suffer in this rash adventure ? 

The beauty of her name ? 

Clau. I’ll do it closely, 

And only at her window, with that caution 

Sil. Are there no guards ? 

Clau. Corruption chokes their service. 

Sil. Or do you hold her bred so light a woman. 
To hold commerce with strange tongues r 
Clau, Why, this service, 


1 


Scene I.] WOMEN PLEASED. ^79 

This only hazard of my life, must tell her. 
Though she were Vesta’s self, I must deserve her. 
Sil I would not have you go ; pray let it sink 
here, 

And think a nobler way to raise your service, 

A safer and a wiser ! 

Clan. ’Tis too late, sir. 

Sil. Then I must say, you shall not go. 

Clau. I shall not ? 

Sil. You shall not go : That part bred with you, 
friendship. 

Bids me say boldly so, and you observe me. 

Clau. You stretch that tie too far. 

Sil. ni stretch it farther : 

The honour that I bear that spotless virtue 
You foully seek to taint, unnobly covet, 

Bids me command you stay ; if not, thus force 
you ! [Draws. 

Soto. This will be worse than climbing. 

Clau. Why do you draw, sir ? 

Sil. To kill thee, if thy base will be thy master. 
Clau. 1 ever Was your friend. 
iS?/. Whilst thou wert honest. 

And not a night- thief of another’s honour : 

1 never call’d a fool my friend, a madman, 

That durst expose his fame to all opinions, 

His life to unhonest dangers ; I never loved him, 
Durst “know his name, that sought a virgin’s ruin ; 
Nor ever took I pleasure in acquaintance 
With men, that give as loose reins to their fancies 
As the wild ocean to his raging fluxes ; 

A noble soul I twin with, and my love 
Follows his life dares master his affections. 

Will you give off, or fight?^^^^^^ 

Clau. I will not fight with you ; 

The sacred name of friend ties up that anger ; 
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Bather III study — — 

SiL Do, to be a friend still. 

Clau. If this way, I shall never hold. 

Sil. Ill watch you : 

And, if I catch you false, by Heaven you die fort, 
All love forgot I 

Clau. When I fear that, I am fit fori. [Exeunt- 


SCENE IL 


A Room in the House of Lopez. 

Lopez at a Table mth Jewels and Money upon it ; 
an Egg roasting by a Candle. 

Lopes. Whilst prodigal young gaudy fools are 
banqueting, 

And launching out their states® to catch the giddy, 
Thus do I study to preserve niy fortune. 

And hatch with care at home the wealth that 
saints me. 

Here’s rubies of Bengala, rich, rich, glorious ; 
These diamonds of Ormus, bought for little, 

Here vented at the price of princes’ ransoms; 
How bright they shine, like constellations ! 

The South-sea’s treasure here, pearl, fair and orient, 
Able to equal Cleopatra’s banquet ; 

Here chains of lesser stones for ladies’ lustres, 
Ingots of gold, rings, brooches, bars of silver, 
These are my studies to set off in sale well, 


« States."} i. e. Estates. 
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AbcI not in sensual surfeits to consume ’em. — • 
How roasts mine egg ? he heats apace ; Hi turn 
him. — 

Penurio! where, you knaye, doyouwait? Penurio, 
You lazy knave ! 

Enter Penurio. 

Pen. Did you call, sir ? 

Lopez. Where’s your mistress ? 

What vanity holds her from her attendance ? 

Pen. The very sight of this egg has made him 
cockish ; \Aside, 

What would a dozen butter’d do ? — She is within, 
sir. 

Lopez. Within, sir ? at what thrift, you knave? 
what getting ? 

Pen, Getting a good stomach, sir, an she knew 
where to get meat to’t ; 

She’s praying heartily upon her knees, sir, 

That Heaven would send her a good bearing dinner, 

Lopez, Nothing but glu ttony and surfeit thought 

Health flung behind 1 had she not yesternight, 
sirrah, 

Two sprats to supper, and the oil allowable ? 

Was she not sick with eating? Hadst not thou 
(Thou most ungrateful knave, that nothing satisfles) 
The water that I boil’d my other egg in, 

To make thee hearty broth ? 

Pen. ’Tis true, I had, sir; 

But I might as soon make the philosopher’s stone 
on’t : 

You gave it me in water, and, hut for manners’ 
sake, 

I could give it you again in wind, it was so hearty. 
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I shall turn pissing-conduit ^ shortly."— My mis- 
tress comes, sir. 

Enter Isabella. 

Lopez. Welcome, my dove ! 

Isah Pray you keep your welcome to you, 
Unless it carries more than words to please me. 

Is this the joy to be a wife ? to bring with me, 
Besides the nobleness of blood I spring from, 

A full and able portion to maintain me ? 

Is this the happiness of youth and beauty, 

The great content of being made a mistress; 

To live a slave subject to wants and hungers, 

To jealousies for every eye that wanders, 
Unmanly jealousy ? 

Lopez. Good Isabella 

Isab. Too good for you 1 Do you think to fa- 
mish me, 

Or keep me like an alms- woman in such raiment, 
Such poor unhandsome weeds ? am I old, or ugly ? 
I never was bred thus ; and if your misery 
Will suffer wilful blindness to abuse me, 

My patience shall be no bawd to mine own ruin. 
Fen. Tickle him, mistress ; to him I 

■ - [Apart to her. 

^ I shall turn pjssjsg-conduit'iiiortZy.I Conduits werd frequently 
represented as human figures in ftrrtner {lays. So in Sliakspeare’s 
Winter’s Tale : Now he thanks the bid shepherd which stands by 
like a weather-bitten conduit of many kings’ reigns upon which 
Mr Henley observes, that “ a conduit of this kind, a female form, 
and weather beaten, still exists at Hoddesdon, in Herts." On 
coronation-days these conduits often ran with wine. So in The 
Wits, by Sir William Davenant : 

‘‘ Dull humble gentlemen, that ne'er drunk 
But on some coronation- day, when each 
Conduit pisses claret at the town charge.” 
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Isab. Had you love in you, 

Or any part of man — ~ 

Pen. Follow that, mistress ! 

Isab. Or had humanity but ever Icnov/n you, 
You would shame to use a woman of my way thus, 
So poor, and basely! You are strangely jealous 
of me; 

If I should give you cause 

Lopez. How, Isabella ? 

Isab. As do not venture this way to provoke 
me— — 

Pen. Excellent well, mistress ! 

Lopez. How’s this, Isabella? 

Isab. ’Twill stir a saint, and I am but awmraan. 

And by that tenure may 

Lopez. By no means, chicken ! 

You know I love you. Fy, take no example 
By those young gadding dames, (you are noted 
virtuous) 

That stick their husbands’ Wealth in trifles on ’em, 
And point ’em but the Way to their own miseries, 
I am not jealous. Kiss me. ’faith, I am not. 
And for your diet, ’tis to keep you healthful 
(Surfeits destroy more than the sword) that I am 
careful 

Your meat should be both neat and cleanly hand- 
^ led ; 

See, syinet, I am cook myself, and mine own cater.® 
Pen. A pox of that cook cannot lick his fingers ! 
Lopez, i’ll add another dish ; you shall have 
milk to’t ; 

® Cater.’] Probably we should' read, 1778. Cater 

is the oM word for a purveyor,: and has already occurred in these 
plays, (yoL IV« p«'179.) AgaiUj in 'Ben ,; Jonsoii^s 'The DeviFs 
■ill As.s^ 

He is my wardrobe-TnaOj my cat e/y cook 
Butler^ and steward.” ■. 
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Tis nourisliing and good. 

Pen. With butter in’t, sir? 

Lopez. This knave would breed a famine in a 
kingdom ! — \_Apart. 

And clothes that shall content you ; you must he 
wise then, 

And live sequester’d to yourself and me, 

Not wand’ring after every toy comes cross you, 
Nor struck with every spleen.® — What’s the knave 
doing ? Penurio ! 

Pen. Hunting, sir, for a second course of flies 
here ; 

They are rare new sallads. 

Lopez. For certain, Isabella, 

This ravening fellow has a wolf in’s belly, 
XJntemperate knave, will nothing quench thy ap- 
petite? 

I saw him eat two apples, which is monstrous. 

Pen. If you had given me those, ’t had been 
more monstrous. 


Lopez. ’Tis a main miracle to feed this villain.-— 
Come, Isabella, let us in to supper. 

And think the Roman dainties at our table ! 

’Tis all but thought. [Exeimi. 

Pen. ’Would all my thoughts would do it ! 

The devil should think of purchasing that egg- 
shell. 


Nor struck mth ever^ spleen*]] Seward would alter spleen- to 
sheeUy whithj 'says' lie^ ’is the' same as bright or brightness^ The 
alteration proposed is# we think, a very poor one ; and we do. not 
remember skee?i as a subkautive. Nor struck with everp spleen.^ we 
' conceive, signifiesj not put out of humour mth trifles.— 177 ’S* 
Spleen is often used for humour or caprice in old plays. For 
instance, in The Taming of the Shrew, 


I must forsooth be forced 


To give my hand, opposed against mj lieart. 
Unto a'inad-brain rudesby, full of spleen f' 
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To victual out a witch for the Burmoothes ; “ 

’Tis treason to any good stomach living now 
To hear a tedious grace said, and no meat to’t. 

I have a radish yet, but that’s but transitory. 


SCENE III. 


Before the Citadel, — Night, 


Enter Soto, with a Ladder, 

Soto. Can any living man, unless a rascal 
That neither knows himself, nor a fashion’d gen- 
tleman, 

® Burmoothes J\ e. Dr Warburton remarlks, tliat 

Smith, in his account of these islands, p. 172, sajs, that theBur^ 
mudas were so fearful to the world, that many called them, The 
Isle of Devils. — P. I74**— all seameri no less terrible than an in* 
chanted den offtmes* And no wonder, for the clime was extremely 
subject to storms and hurricanes ; and the islands were surrounded 
with scattered rocks, lying shallowly hid under the surface of the 
water/' 

The opinion that Bermudas was haunted with evil spirits con- 
tinued so late as the civil wars. In a' little piece of Sir John Berk- 
inhead's, inti tied, Two Centuries of Paul' s Church-yard, una cum 
indice expur gatorio, Ac. 12°, in page 62, under the title of Cases 
of Consciences is this, 

34# Whether Bermudas and the .parliament-house lie under 
one planet, seeing both are haunted with devils T'-^Percy* 

See Mr Douce's very ingenious illustrations of Shakspeare, 
vol. 1. p. 6.— The allusion in the, text will not be perfectly under- 
stood without recollecling that an egg shell wsks a favourite vehicle 
for the transportation of witches -through the air# 
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I'iikc me for a worse man than my master bow ? 
*1 am natunilly proud in these clotiics : But if pride 
now 

Should catch a fall in wliat I am atlcninting ! 

' ris hut a proverb sound, and a neck broken, 
Tliat's the worst can come on't ; a gentleman’s 
gone then, 

A gentleman o’ Ih' first house,® there’s the end on’t ! 
hiy master lies most jiitifiilly complaining, 
Wringing and kicking up toth'ears in love yonder, 
And such a lamentable noise he keeps, it kills me ; 
I have got his clothes, and if I can get to her, 

Ey hook or crook here,^ such a song I’il sing her — 
I think I shall be bang’d ; but that's no matter! 

■ ^ ..A^ geuiknian o' tk* first house,] Is one wlio is desccntleil of tlie 
eldest branch of ;a family, and is thus entitled to bear the family 
coat ^ unvaried, See voL V» p., .350, and Etietrs Situkspearc, lY^ 
42d, ■ 

^ By hmk or crooh lierej\ Mr Wa.rton observe-s, (Observations 
OB Spenser, vol. IL) that the proverb of getting any thing by 
or 'by crooko^ was supposed to have ariseii in the time of Charles!., 
%vhen Uwre were two learned judges, naiiuid Hooke and Crouke ; 
and a diflicolt cause was to be gotten either by Hooke or by Crookv. 
This notion he shews to be groiiiKlless, and drai the form was not 
then invented as a proverb, but uppned as a pun. lie b, however, 
mistaken in imagining there was any judge of limt time of the name 
oi' Ilooh^ In Kudibras, part hi. c. il, arc the following lines: 

These are. the 'Courses that, we ■ took 
To carry things fey Hook' or Croo.C' '—Linr'933. 

i^ihsch, I)r Gray says, alludes to the judgment of Judge Crook and 
Ilultoj., who dissented from their brethren in the determination of 
' cause about ship-money, and occasioned the wags to say that 
the king carried it by Hoak^ but mot by Crook. Tfie pliruse, how- 
ever, is certaioly (as Mr Warton proves) oi higiier unfiqui^y ihaii 
the pme of Cinarles L, as may appear by several passages in our 
aneiem writers. In Lodge’s “ Wit’s Miscrie and the World’s Biad- 
nesse/^ 1596, p« 7, He inutcheth not according to lus birth, but 
the increase of Ids fortune : And by kook or ir'ock so siirretli in 
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What’s a hanging among friends? I am valiant now 
As an elephant. 1 have considered what 
To say too. Let me see now ! this is the place ; 
’Tis plaguy high ! Stay ; at that lower window 
Let me aim finely now, like a good gunner, 

It may prove but a whipping. 

Eater Silvio. 

Sil. I saw somebody 

Pass by me now, and, though ’twere dark, me^ 
thought yet 

I knew the clothes. — -Ha ! let me not be cozen’d ! 
The ladder too, ready to fling it ? Monstrous ! 
’Tis he, ’tis Claudio ! most voluptuous villain, 
Scandal to woman’s credit ! Love, I forget thee— 

\Draxvs a pis to L 

Soto. What will he do, i’ th’ name of Heaven ? 
What’s that there ? 

Sil. And all the friendship that I bore thee, bury 
here — — 

(S'oYo, What has he in’s hand ? I hope but a 
cudgel. 

Sil. Thy faults forgive, oh. Heaven ! Farewell,. 

thou traitor ! [Fires, 

Soto. I am slain, I am slain ! [Falk. 

Sil, He’s down, and dead, dead certain, 

(It wa^loo rash, too full of spleen) stark dead : 
This is no place now to repent in ; only, 

’Would I had given this hand that shot ithe pistol 

the worlfl, that not only he attaiMth.preh.emiiience t city, but 
some place in court/^ — Again^in- the' Life of Jasper Colignie, B. L» 
Tiiereforej having al way es this saying in his mouth, what skilin 
it whither a man use manlinesse or wylinesse against ' his eoemie I 
he determined to go in too bis'-.camp as. a- revolterj and: to hunt for 
ppporlunHie to accomplish his device hy koqke or by xrookeJ' 
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1 b.ad miss’d thee, and thou wert once more Ciau- 
dio ! [-E^t 

Entet' C LAV Bio. 


i'idu. Wliy sliould I love thus foolishly ? thus 
desperately ? 

And give away my heart where no hope’s left me ? 
Wiry should not the true counsel of a friend re- 
strain me? 

The devil’s mouth I run into, alFright me? 

The honour of the lady, charm my wildness ? 

I have no power, no being of myself, 

No reason strong enough now left within me 
To bind 1313’^ will. Oh, Love, thou god, or devil, 

Or what thou art, that plays the tyrant in me 

Soio. Oh ! 

Clau. What’s that cry ?'’ 

A surgeon, a surgeon. 

Twenty good surgeons ! 

Clau. ’Tis not far from me ; 

Some murder, o’ my life I 
Soto, Will you let me die here ? 

No drink come, nor no surgeon ? 

Clau. ’Tis my man, sure, 

His voice, and here he lies. — How is it with thee ? 
Soto. I am slain, sir, I am slain. 

Clau. Slain ? Who has slain thee ? 

Soto. Kill’d, kill’d, out-right kill’d ! 

Clau. Where’s thy hurt ? 

.Soto, 1 know not; 

But I am sure I am kill’d. 

dan. Canst thou sit up. 

That I may find the hurt out ? 

Soto'. I can sit up ; 

But, ne’ertheless, Tam slain. ^ 


2 
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Clau, ’Tis not o’ this side? 

Soto. No, sir, J think it be not. 

Clau. Nor o’ this side. 

Was it done with a sword ? 

Soto, A gun, a gun, sweet master. 

Clau. The devil a bullet has been here ; thou 
art well, man. 

Soto. No, sure, I am kill’d. 

Clau. Let me see thy thighs and belly : 

As whole as a fish, for any thing I see yet; 

Thou bleed’st no where. 

Soto. I think I do not bleed, sir, 

But yet, 1 am afraid I am slain. 

Clau. Stand up, fool ! 

Thou hast as much hurt as my nail. Who shot 
thee ? 

A pottle, or a pint ? 

Soto. Signor Silvio shot me, 

In these clothes, taking me for you, and seeing 
The ladder in my hand here, which I stole from 
you. 

Thinking to have gone to the lady myself, and 
have spoke for you. 

Cte. If he had hit you home, he had served 
you right, sirrah. 

You saucy rogue! — How poor my intent shews 
to me, 

How naked now, and foolish! 

Soto. Are you sure he has not hit me ? 

It gave a monstrous bounce. 

Clau. You rose o’ your right side, 

And said your prayers too, you had been paid else ; 
But what need’st thou a bullet, when thy fear kills 
thee? 

Sirrah, keep your own counsel for all this ; you’ll 
be bang’d else, 

If it be known. 

VOt. IX, 


T 
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Soto. If it be by my means, let me ; 

I am glacl I am not kiiFd, and far more gladder 
My gentleman-like humour’s oat ; I feel ’tis dan- 
gerous, 

And to be a gentleman is to be kill’d twice a-week. 
CiaiL Keep yourself close i’ th’ country for a 
while, sirrah ! 

There’s money : Walk to your friends. 

Soto. They have no pistols. 

Nor are no gentlemen, that is ray comfort. [Euit. 
Clau. I will retire too, and live private (for this 
SilviOi 

Inflamed with nobleness, will be my death else ;) 
And, if I can, forget this love that loads me, 

At least the clanger. — And, now I think on’t better, 
I have some conclusions else invite me to it. 

[Exit. 


ACT II. SCENE 1. 


Btf(xre the Citadeh 

Enter Rodote and Siivio, at several Doors. 

Rod. Nephew ! 

Sil My dear aunt ! 

Rod, W ould you go by thus slily, 

And never see me ? not once send in to me, 
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Your loving aunt ?* she that, above all those 
I call my kindred, honour’d you, and placed you 
Nearest my heart ? 

Sil. I thank you, worthy aunt ; 

But such at this time are my occasions-' — — - 
Rod. You shall not go yet ; by my faith, you 
shall not h 

I will not be denied. Why look you sad, nephew ? 
SU. 1 am seldom other. — Oh, this blood sits 
heavy ! — 

As I walk’d this way late last night. 

In meditation of some things concern’d me 

Mod. What, nephew? 

Why, methought I heard a piece, lady, 

A piece shot off, much about this place too, 

(But could not judge the cause; nor what it boded) 
Under the castle-wall. 

Rod. We heard it too ; 

And the watch pursued it presently, but found 
nothing. 

Not any track. . 

Stl. 1 am right glad to hear it ! — ■ 

The ruffians surely that command the night 

[Jside. 

Have found him, stript him, and into the river 
Conven’d the body. 

Rod. Y on look still sadder, nephew. 

Is any thing within these walls to comfort you? 
Speak, and be master of it. 

Sil. You’re a right courtier ; 

A great professor, but a poor performer. 

Rod. Do you doubt my faith ? You never found 
me that way, 

(I dare well speak it boldly) but a true friend. 

^ Your loving niece i] The first folio, and in the next speech— 
, “ worthy cousin," The text, in both instances, is from the second. 
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Sil. Continue then. 

Mod, Try me, and see who falters. 

Sil. I will, and presently : ’Tis in your power 
To make me the most bound man to 3 'our courtesy. 

Rod. Let me know how, and if I fail 

Sil. ’Tis thus then : 

Get me access to the Lady Belvitlere, 

But for a minute, but to see her ; your husbhnd 
now 

Is safe at court; I left him full employ'd there. 
Rod. You have ask’d the thing without my power 
to grant you. 

The law lies on the danger ; If I loved you not, 

I would bid you go, and there be found, and die 
for’t. 

/ Sil. I knew your love, and where there shew’d 
a danger 

How far you durst step for me ! Give me a true 
friend, 

That, where occasion is to do a benefit, 

Aims at the end, and not the rubs before it. 

I was a fool to ask you this ! a more fool 
To think a woman had so much noble nature 
To entertain a secret of this burthen : 

You had best to tell the duchess I persuaded you, 
That’s a fine course, and one will win you credit; 
Eorget the name of cousin, blot my blood out. 
And, so you raise yourself, let me grow^iorter ! 
A woman- friend ? He that believes that weakness, 
Steers in a stormy night without a compass. 

Rod. ’iPhat is’t I durst not do might not im- 
peach you ? 

Sil. Why, this you dare not do, you dare not 
think of ! 

Rod. ’Tis a main hazard. 

&7. If it were not so, 

L would not corhe to you to seek a favour. 
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Rod. You will lose yourself. 

Sil. The loss ends with myself then. 

Rod. You will but see her? 

Sil. Only look upon her. 

Rod. Not stay ? 

ASi/. Prescribe your time. 

Rod. Not traffic with her, 

In any close dishonourable actions ? 

Sil. Stand you yourself by. 

Rod. I will venture for you : 

Because you shall be sure I am a touch’d friend, 
I’ll bring her to you. Come, walk ; you know the 
garden, 

And take this key to open the little postern; 
There stand no guards. 

Sil. I shall soon find it, aunt. {Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


At the Gate of the Citadel. 


Enter two Soldiers. 

■ 

I Sold. Is the captain come home ? 

S Sold. No ; who commands the guard to-night ? 

1 Sold. I think Petruchio. 

2 Sold. What’s the word ? 

1 Sold. None knows yet. 

^ Sold. I would this lady were married out o’ 
th’ way once, 

Or out of our custodies 1 I wish they would take 
in more companies, * 
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For I am sure we feel her in our duties slirewdly. 
i Sold. ’Tis not her fault, 1 warrant you ; she’s 
ready foi 't ; 

And that’s the plague; when they grow ripe for 
marriage, 

They must be slipt like hawks.* 

£ Sold. Give me a mean wench ! 

No state-doubt lies on her, she is always ready. 

1 Sold. Come to the guard ; ’tis late, and sure 

the captain 
Cannot be long away. 

2 Sold. I have watch’d these three nights j 
To-morrow they may keep me tame for nothing. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


The Garden of the same. 


Enter Silvio ; thm Belvidere, and Rodope 
with a Light. 

Sil, This is the place, I think. What %'ht is 
that there? 

The lady and my cousin 1 
Bel, Is this the garden ? 

Rod. Yes, madam. 

s when they grow ripe for marriage^ ' ^ * ■ 

Thy mmt be slipt like hawks.] Hawks^;",as ..dogs at this day^ 
were confined by a slip-knot^ which was .loosened upon the ap- 
pearance of any pfey... 
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Sil Ob, my blessed mistress, 

Saint of my soul ! 

Bel Speak softly ! — Take me to you ! 

Oh, Silvio, I am thine, thine ever, Silvio ! 

[They embrace^ 

Rod. Is this your promise, sir? — Lady, your ho- 
nour ! 

I am undone if this be seen, disgraced, 

Fallen under ail discredit ! 

Bel Do you love still? 

Dear, do you keep your old faith ? 

Sil Ever, lady ; 

And, when that fails me, all that’s good forsake me ! 
Rod. Do not you shame P—Madara, I must not 
suffer this, 

I will not suffer it ! Men call you virtuous : 

What do you mean, to lose yourself thus ? — Silvio, 
I charge thee get away, charge you retire you ; 
ni call the watch else. 

Sil Call all the world to see us ? 

We live in one another’s happiness, 

And so will die. 

Bel Here will I hang for ever ! 

Rod. As you respect me, as hereafter, madam. 
You would enjoy his love — Nothing prevail with 
you ? 

. I’ll try my strength then; Get thee gone, thou 
. villain, [Siruggles with him. 

Thou promise-breaker ! 

Sil I am tied; 1 cannot. 

Rod. Fil ring the bell then I 

Sil Ring it to death, I am fix’d here. 
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Enter Baiitello, and two Soldiers with Lights. 

Bart. I saw a light over the g’arden wall,® 

Hard by the ladies’ chamber : Here’s some kna- 
very ! 

As I live, I saw it twice. 

Rod. The guard, the guard there ! 

I must not suffer this, it is too mischievous. 

Bart. Light up the torch ! I fear’d this. Ha ! 
young Silvio ? 

How got he in ? 

1 Sold. The devil brought him in sure ; 

He came not by us. 

Bart. My wife between ’em bustling ? 

Guard, pull him off ! 

Rod. Now, now, ye feel the misery. 

Bart. You, madam, at an hour so far undecent? 
Death o’ my soul ! This is a foul fault in you ! 
Your mother’s eare abused too ! — Lights to her 
chamber!’ — 

I am sorry to see this. 

Bel. Farewell, my Silvio, 

And let no danger sink thee ! 

Sil. Nor death, lady. 

[Exeunt Belvideee and Rodope. 
Bart. Are you so hot ? I shall prepare you phy- 
SIC 

Will purge you finely^ neatly; you are too fiery : 
Think of your prayers, sir, an you have not forgot 
’em ! 

^ Over the garden walk.]_ Mr' Seward tliiiiks witli me; that it 
fuiglit be better read, garden wall.— 

^ Light’s to her ch€tmbet\1 So the former editions.— Ed# JT'7S» ' 
..■\s Biutello does not accompany Belvidere to her chamber^ the; ■' 
propriety of the Yariation becomes self-efideiit. 
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Can you fly i’ tli’ air, or creep you in at key-lioles r 

I have a gin will catch you, though you con- 
jured. — 

Take him to guard to-night, to strong and sure 
guard; 

I’ll back to th’ duchess presently. — No less sport 
serve you. 

Than th’ heir to a dukedom ? Play at push-pin 
there, sir? 

It was well aim’d ; but, plague upon’t, you shot 
short, 

And that will lose your game. 

Sil, I know the loss then. ' {Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 


A Street. 


Enter ChAvmo, lUce a Merehant, 

Clan. Now, in this habit, may I safely see 
How my incensed friend carries my murder ; 

Who little I imagined had been wrought 
To such a height of rage : And much I grieve now 
Mine own blind passion had so master’d me 
I could not see his love ; for sure he loves her, 
And on a nobler ground than I pretended. 

It must be so, it is so. — 

Enter Penurio. 

3 ■ 
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My sliotten friend,® what wind blew you ? 

’Faith, ’tis true, 

Any strong wind will blow me like a feather ; 

1 am air air, nothing of earth within me, 

Nor have not had this month, but that good din- 
ner 

Your worship gave me yesterday ; that stays by me, 
And gives me ballast, else the sun would drawme. 
C/au. But does my mistress speak still of me? 
Yes, sir, 

And in her sleep, that makes my master mad too, 
And turn and fart for anger. 

C/au. Art sure she saw me ? 

Pe«. She saw you at a window*. 

C/««. ’Tis most true, 

In such a place I saw a gentlewoman, 

A young, sweet, handsome woman 

Pen. That’s she, that’s she, sir. 

C^au- And well she view’d me ; I view’d her — 
Pen. Still she, sir. 

Ciati. At last she blush’d, and then look’d off. 
Pen. That blush, sir. 

If you can read it truly 

C/au. But didst thou tell her, 

Or didst thou fool me thou knew’st such a one ? 
Pen. I told her, and I told her such a sweet 
tale — 

Clau, But did she hear thee ? - 

Pen. With a thousand ears, sir, 

And swallow’d what I said as greedily 
As great-bellied women do cherries, stones and 
all, sir, 

Clau. Methinks she should not love thy master ? 

® friend,'} That is, lea7u . Herrings are said to be', 

shotten when they have ejected. thdr spawn at, which time they „ 
are ,, very, ieai%,vf 
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Pen. Hang him. pilclierS 
There’s nothing loves him; his own cat cannot 
endure him. 

She had better lie with a bear ; for he’s so hairy, 
That a tame warren of fleas frisk round about him, 
Chu. And wilt thou work still ? 

Pen. Like a miner for you. 

Clau. And get access ? 

Pen. Or conjure you together ; 

’Tis her desire to meet ; She is poison’d with him, 
And, till she take a sweet fresh air—that’s you, 
sir — 

Clau. There’s money for thee ; thou art a pre- 
cious varlet I 

Be fat, be fat, and blow thy master backward. 
Pen. Blow you my mistress, sir, as flat as a 
flounder, 

Then blow her up again, as butchers blow their 
veals: 

If she die upon the same, 

Burg her, bury her, in God's name ! 

Clan. Thou art a merry knave ! By this hand, 
I’ll feed thee. 

Till thou crack’st at both ends, if thou darest do 
this! 

ThaUwahalt eat no fantastical porridge, 

Nor lick the dish where oil was yesterday, 

Dust, and dead flies to-day ; capons, fat capons—- 
Pen. Oh, hearty sound ! 

Clau. Cramm’d full of itching oysters- 

Pen. Will you have the duchess 
Clau. And lobsters big as gauntlets ; 

Thou shalt despise base beef— — 

Pen, I do despise it ! 

And now, methinks, I feel a tart come sliding—— 
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Clm, Leaping into thy mouth ; hut first deal 
faithfully. 

Pen, When will you come ? 

Clau. To-morrow. 

Pat. ril attend you ; 

For then my master will be out in business. 

Clau. What news abroad ? 

Pen. ’Mass, as I was coming to you, 

I heard that Signor Silvio, a good gentleman, 

(Many a good meal I have eaten with him) 

Clau. What of him ^ 

Pen. 'Was this day to be arraign’d before the 
duchess; 

But why, I could not hear. 

C/aw. Silvio arraign’d ?— 

Go, get you gone, and think of me. 

PcK. I fly, sir. [Exit. 

C/az<. Arraign’d ? for what ? for my supposed 
death ? No, 

That cannot be, sure ; there’s no rumour of it. 

Be it what it will, I will be there and see it, 

And, if my help will 'bring him off, he has it. 

{Exit. 
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SCENE V. 


Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Duchess, Lords, Srivio (prwower,) Belvi- 

DERE, Bartello, IloDOPE, Clerk, Counsellors, 

and Attendants. 

Duch. Read the edict last made ; keep silence^ 
there ! 

Clerk. [Reading.l “ If any man, of what con- 
dition soever, and a subject, after the publishing 
of this edict, shall, without special licence from 
the Great Duchess, attempt or buy,^ offer, or 
make an attempt to solicit, the love of the Prin- 
cess BelviderCj the person so offending shall for- 
feit his life.” 

Coun. The reason why— My royal mistress here,* 

^ Attempt or huy^ qfer or make an attempt.] This nonsensical 
place has been thus printed and pointed ever since the year 1^47* 
Nac';_^ihough forms' of law are big with synonymas, yet I imagine 
it is seldom found they are brought to bed of nonsense. I sup« 
poscj for the credit of our authors, that this edict might have been 
■OBcc wrote thus. — without special license from, the Great Du- 
chess attained, iiy, offer, or make an attempt/' &ic^-^Sympson, 

I believe Sympson is right ; but as the text may be an inadver- 
tency of the poet, not correctly imitating' the phrases of law, I have 
suffered the text to stand. 

^ The reason why my royal mistress here,"] The pointing in the 
text is a proposal of Mason, and there can be no reason to dispute 
its propriety, as the Counsellor, after the reading of the edict, pro® 
ceeds to stale the reasons why it was issued® 
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In her last treaty with Sienna’s duke, 

Promised her beauteous daughter there in mar- 
riage ; 

The Duke of Milan, rival in this fortune,®' 
Unnobly sought by practice to betray her; 

Which found, and cross'd, the citadel received her, 
There to secure her mother’s word ; the last cause, 
So many gentlemen of late enamour’d 
On this most beauteous princess, and not brook- 
ing 

One more than other, to deserve a favour. 

Blood has been spilt, many brax^e spirits lost. 

And more, unless she had been kept close from 
their violence, 

Had like to have follow^ d : Therefore, for due pre- 
vention 

Of all such hazards and unnoble actions, 

This last edict u^as publish’d ; which thou, Silvio, 
Like a false man, a bad man, and a traitor, 

Hast rent a pieces, and contemn’d ; for which 
cause 

Tliou stand’s! a guilty man here now, 

Entei' ChAWio. 

Clerk. Speak, Silvio ! 

What canst thou say to avoid the hand of justice ? 
Sil. Nothing, but I confess, submit, and Isyihy 
head to’t. ' 

Mel. Have ye no eyes, my lords, no understand- 
ings ? 

The gentleman will cast himself away, 

Rmalin thkJbrtuneJJ The sense seems to demand e« 
Sienna^s 

We think iku is genuine ; and the whole line signifies that the 
Buke of Milan was Sienna^s rival in Belvidere, this /miunu 
The next line conirms this explanation**— Ed» 177 S« 
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Cast himself wilfully ! Are you, or you, guilty ? 
No more is he, no more taint sticks upon him : 

I drew him thither, ’twas my way betray’d him; 

I got the entrance kept, I entertain’d him, 

I hid the danger from hini, forced him to me ; 
Poor gentle soul, he’s in no part transgressing ; 

I wrote unto him 

Sil. Do not wrong that honour, 

Cast not upon that pureness these aspersions ! 

By Heaven, it Was my love, my violence ; 

My life must answer it : I broke in to her, 
Tempted the law, solicited unjustly— — 

JBel. As there is truth in Heaven, I was thefirst 
cause • 

How could this man have come to me, left naked,® 
Without my counsel and provision ? 

What hour could he -find out to pass the watches, 
But I must make it sure first? Reverend judges. 
Be not abused, nor let an innocent life lie 
Upon your shaking conscience ! 1 did it ; 

My love the main wheel that set him a-going ; 
His motion but compell’d. 

Sil. Can ye believe this, 

And know with what a modesty and whiteness 
Her life was ever rank’d ? Can ye believe this, 
And see me here before ye, young and wilful ? 
Apt to what danger Love dares thrust me on, 
Aftd? where Law stops my way, apt to contemn it ? 
If I were bashful, old, or dull, and sleepy 
in love’s alarms, a woman might awake me, 
Direct, and clew me out the way to happiness ; 

3 Come to me, left 7iaked.'\ Sympson suspects we should read, 
naked. — Ed. 177k 

No amendment is wanting; and that proposed by Sympson, the 
reading less naked, is rather ludicrous. I do not see how his being 
naked could assist him in the attempt. Left naked, means lelt 
destitute of assistance.— Mason. 
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But I, like fire, kindled with that bright beauty, 
Catch hold of all occasions, and run through ’em. 
Bel. I charge ye, as your honest souls will an- 
swer it — 

Sil I charge ye, as ye are the friends to Virtue, 

That has no pattern living but this lady 

Bel. Let not his blood 

Sil. Let not her vvdifulness 

(For then you act a scene hell will rejoice at) 

Bel. He’s clear. 

Sil. She is as white in this as infants. 

Clan, The god of love protect your cause, and 
help ye I 

Two nobler pieces of affection 
These eyes ne’er look’d on; if such goodness 
perish, 

Let never true hearts meet again, but break! 

[Ea'if.. 

1 Lord. A strange example of strong love, a 

rare one ! 

2 Lord. Aladam, we know not wirat to say, to 

think on. 

Duck. I must confess it strikes rnc tender too, 
Searches my mother’s heart. You found ’em there ? 
Bari. Yes, certain, madam. 

Dfe’C'//.. And so link’d together ? 

Bari. As they had been one piece of alabaster. 

Duck. Nothing dishonourable ? 

Sil. So let my soul have happiness, 

As that thought yet durst never seek this bosom ! 
Duck. What shall I do ? He has broke my law, 
abused me; 

Fain would I know the truth Either confess it, 
And let me understand the main offender, 

Or both shall feel the torture. 

Sil, Are you a mother, 

The mother of so sweet a rose as this is, 
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So pure a flower, and dare you lose that nature? 
Dare you take to yourself so great a wickedness, 
(Oh, holy Heaven !) of thinking what may ruin 
This goodly building? this temple, where the gods 
dwell ? 

Give me a thousand tortures,— I deserve ’em, 
And shew me death in all the shapes imagined— 
Bel. No death but I will .answer it, meet it, 
seek it; 

No torture but I’ll laugh upon’t, and kiss it. 

1 Lord. This is no way. 

2 Lord. They say no more, for certain, 

Than their strong hearts will suffer. 

JDuch. 1 have bethought me : 

No, lords, although I have a child offending, 
Nature dares not forget she is a child still ; 

Till now, I never look’d on love imperious. — 

I have bethought me of a way to break you. 

To separate, though not j'our loves, your bodies : 
Silvio, attend ! I’ll be your judge myself nov/. 
The sentence of your death (because my daughter 
Will bear an equal part in your afflictions) 

I take away, and pardon : This remains then, 

An easy and a gentle punishment, 

And this shall be fulfill’d : Because unnobly 
You have sought the love and marriage of a prin- 
cess, 

Th&Absolute and sole heir of this dukedom. 

By that means, as we must imagine strongly, 
To'plant yourself into this rule hereafter. 

We here pronounce you a man banish’d from us. 
Sil. For ever banish’d, lady ? 

Duck. Yet more mercy ! 

But for a year, and then again in this place 
To make your full appearance. Yet more pity I 
If in that time you can absolve a question, 

- toLk.ix. u ■; 
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Writ down within this scroll, absolve it rightly, 
This lady is your wife, and shall live with you. ; 
if not, you lose your head. [Gives him a paper, 
SiL 1 take this honour, 

And humbly kiss these royal hands. 

Duck. Receive it.- — 

Bartello, to your old guard take the princess. 

And so, the court break up ! 

Sil. Farewell to all. 

And to that spotless heart my endless service ! 

[Exit. 

1 Lord. W'hat will this prove ? 

2 Lord. I’ll tell you a year heice, sir. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 

A Room in the House ^ Lopez, 


Enter Penurio, Isabella, and Claudio. 

Pen. Are you pleas’d now? Have I not wrought, 
this wonder ? 

Non h ben fatto, signor f 
Clau. Rarely, Penurio. 

Pen, Close, close then, and work, wax ! 

Clau. I am studying for thee 
A dinner, that shall victual thee for ten year. 

Pen. Do you hear, mistress ? 

You know what a dunder-whelp my master is, 

(I need not preach to you) how unfit and wanting 
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To give a woman satisfaction ; how 
He stinks and snores ; a bull’s a better bedfellow ; 
And, for his love, never let that deceive you. 
Isab. Nay, sure be loves me not. 

Pen. If he could coin you, 

Or turn you into metal, much might be then ; 

He loves not any thing but what is traffic : 

I have heard him swear he would sell you to the 
grand signor. 

TheTurk? 

Pen. The very Turk, and how they would use 
you — ^ 

Isab. rii fit him for’t : The Turk ? ■ 

Pen. I know the price too: ? 

Now you have time to pay him, pay him home, 
mistress, 

Pay him o’ th’ pate, clout him for all his courte- 
sies : 

Here’s one that dances in your eyes, young, deli- 
cate, 

To work this vengeance ; if you let it slip now. 
There is no pitying of you. Od’s precious, mis- 
tress, 

Were I his wife, I would so maul his mazard* — ■ 
’Tis charity, mere charity, pure charity ! 

Are you the first ? Has it not been from Eve’s time. 
Women would have their safe revenges this way r 
AruLgoodand gracious women, excellent women ? 
Is’t not a handsome gentleman, a sweet gentle- 
man ? 

View him from head to foot, a complete gentle- 
man ? ■ 

When can you hope the like again ? I leave you, 
And my revenge too, with you ; I know my office ; 

* Mazard.} Originally a cup, but the word was frequently 
used for the head. 
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rii not be far off. Be not long a-fumbling ! 
When danger shall appear, Fll give the ’iarm. 


Isab. You are welcome, sir! and ’would it were 
my fortune 

To afford a gentleman of your fair seeming 
A freer entertainpient than this house has : 

You partly know, sir 

Clau. Know, and pity, lady, 

Such sweetness in the bud should be so blasted : 
Dare you make me your servant ? 

Isab. Dare you make, sir, 

That service worthy of a woman’s favour 
By constancy and goodness ? 

Clau. Here 1 swear to you, 

By the unvalued love I bear this beauty, 

(And kiss the book too) never to be recreant ; 

To honour you, to truly love and serve you. 

My youth to wait upon you, what my wealth has—” 
Isab. Oh, make me not so poor to sell affection ! 
Those bought loves, sir, wear faster than the mo- 
nies. — 

A handsome gentleman ! [Apart, 

Claud. A most delicate sweet one! ^ — 

Let my truth purchase then ! 

Isab. I should first try it ; 

But you may happily 

Clau. You shall not doubt me — 

I hope she loves me.— When I prove false, shame 
take me ! 

WWl you believe a little ? 

Isab. I fear, too much, sir. 


^ A most delicate sweet 07 ?c.] These wordsi^Bave,: hithertO;:h 
given to Claudio, — Ed. 1778.: :: 

I do not. see ‘m’hy they should not be given to Claudio, The 
exclamation is much more suitable for a lover addressing his inis- 
tressj than from "a iady ■- to- her .gallant* 

12 f 
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Clau. And will you love a little ? 

Isab. That should be your part. 

Clau, Thus 1 begin then, thus and thus. 

her. 

Isab. A good beginning, 

We have a proverb says, makes a good ending. 
Ciau. Say you so? ’tis well inferr’d. 

Isab. Good sir, your patience ! 

Methinks I have ventured now, like a weak bark, 
Upon a broken billow, that will swallow me, 
Upon a rough sea of suspicions, 

Stuck round with jealous rocks. 

Pen. \Within.'\ A-hera, a-hem there ! 

Isab. This is my man ! my fears too soon have 
found me. 

Entei' Penurio. 

Now, whafs the news? 

Pen. A pox of yond old rigel,^ 

The captain, the old captain I 
Isab. What old captain? 

Pen. Captain Courageous yondeiv of the castle, 
Captain, Don Diego, old Bartello. 

Isab. Where is he? 

Pen. He’s coming in ; 

. ’Twould vex the devil that such an old potgun as 
. ■ this, 

That can make no sport, should hinder them that 
can do’t. 

Isab. I would not have him see the gentleman 
For all the world ; my credit were undone then. 
P&i. Shall I fling a piss-pot on’s head as he 
comes in. 

And take him into th’ kitchen, there to dry him ? 

^ Rigel.'] A or b a ram half castrated. 
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Isab. That will not do. And he’s so humorous 
too, 

He will come in. 

Clau. What is he ? 

Isab. One much troubles me. 

Pen. And can do nothing, cannot eat. 

Isab. Your sight now, 

Out of a drivelling dotage he bears to me, 

May make him tell my husband, and undo me, 
Clau. What would you have me do ? 

Isab. But for a while, sir, 

Step here behind this hanging ; presently 

111 answer him, and then 

Clau. I will obey you. 

[Retires behind the arras-, 
Bartbllo. 

• Bart. Where’s my rich jeweller ? Ihave stones 
to set. 

Pen. He is abroad, and sure, sir. 

Bart. There’s for your service !— 

[Gives him money. E.rit PENURto. 
Where’s the fair lady? All alone, sweet beauty? 
Isab. She’s never much alone, sir, that’s ac- 
quainted 

With such companions as good honest thoughts 
are. ^ - 

Bart. I’ll sit down by thee, and I’ll kiss thy 
hand too. 

And in thine ear swear, by my life, I love thee. 
Isab. You are a merry captain. 

Barf. And a mad one, lady. 

By th’mass, thou hast goodly eyes, excellent eyes, 
wench! 

Ye twinkling rogues !' look what thy captain 
brings, thee ! 
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Thou must needs love me, love me heartily, 

Hug me, and love me, hug me close. 

Jsab. Fy, captain ! 

Bart. Nay, I have strength, and I can strain 
you, sirrah. 

And vault into my seat as nimbly, little one. 

As any of your sraooth-chinn’d boys in Florence. 
I must needs commit a little folly with you ; 

I’ll not be long ; a bridling cast,’ and away, wench ! 
The hob-nail thy husband’s as fitly out o’ th’ way 
now — 

Isab. Do you think he keeps a bawdy-house ? 
Bart. That’s all one. ‘ ' 

Isab. Or did you e’er see that lightness in my 
carriage, 

That you might promise to yourself 

Bart. Away, fool ! 

A good turn’s a good turn ; I’m an honest fellow. 
Isab. You have a handsome wife, a virtuous 
gentlewoman 

Bart. They are not for this time o’ th’ year, 
Isab. A la%, 

That ever bore that great respect to you, 

That noble constancy— - — 

Bart. That’s more than I know. 

Enter Maid and Penueio. 

Maid. Oh, mistress, you’re undone! my mas- 
ter’s coming. 

Pera. Coming hard by here. 

Bart. Plague consume the rascal ! 

Shall I make petty-patties of him ? 

’ A bridling caaf.] This is a phrase from clritiking."="See rel. 
ILp.177. 
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Isab. Now wliat love; sir ? 

Fear of your comiug made him jealous first ; 
Your finding here will make him mad and despe- 
rate ; 

And what in that wild mood he will execute — — • 
Bart. I can think of nothing ; I have no wit 
left me; 

Certain my head’s a mustard-pot ! ® 

Isab. I have thought, sir ; 

And, if you please to put in execution 

What I conceive 

Bart. I’ll do it ; tell it quickly. 

Isab. Draw your sword quickly, and go down 
enraged, 

As if you had pursued some foe up hither, 

And grumble to yourself extremely, terribly, 

But not a word to him ; and so pass by him. 

Bart. Ill do it perfectly. 

Enter Lopez. 

Isab. Stand you still, good sir. 

Bart. Rascal, slave, villain ! take a house so 
poorly, 

After thou hast wrong’d a gentleman, a soldier? 
Base poltroon boy! you will forsake your nest, 
sirrah? 

Lopez. The matter, good sweet captain ? 

Bart. Run-away rogue 1 
And take a house to cover thy base cowardice ? 
Ill whip you, III so scourge you 

J lime no wit left me : . 

Ctrtmn my head's a mustard-pot.] So in tlie second part of 
Henry IV* act ii. sc. iv. Falstaff saySj in answer to Doll Tearslieefs 
observation that Foiiis had a good witj^ He a good wit ? Iiaiig 
hiMj baboon 1 his wit is as thick as Tewkesbury mmturd ; there b 
m more conceit in him than is in a mallet/^— Jiceef* 
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Lopez. Mercy upon me, 

What’s all this matter, wife ? 

Isab. Did you meet the madman ? ® 

Lopes. I never saw the captain so provoked yet 
Isab. Oh he’s a devil sure, a most bloody devil ! 
He follow’d a young gentleman, his sword drawn, 
With such a fury — how I shake to think on’t I 
And foin’d, and slash’d at him, and swore he’d 
kill him ; 

Drove him up hither, follow’d him still bloodily, 
And, if I had not hid him, sure had slain him. 

A merciless old man i [Claudio appears. 

Clan. Most virtuous lady. 

Even as the giver of my life, I thank you ! 

Lopes. This fellow must npt stay here, he’s too 
handsome. — 

He is gone, sir, and you may pass now with all 
security ; 

I’ll be your guide myself, and such a way 
I’ll lead you, none shall cross, nor none shall 
know you. — 

The doors left open, sirrah I I’ll starve you for 
this trick ! 

I’ll make thee fast o’ Sundays ; And for you, lady, 
I’ll have your lodgings farther off, and closer ; 
ril have no streetlights to you ! — Will you go, 
sir ? 

JJlau. I thank you, sir 1^ — The devil take this 
fortune ! — 

And, once more, all my service to your goodness ! 

[JE.reM«r L opez Claudio. 

Pen. Now could I eat my very arms for mad- 
ness ! 

* Did you meet, &c.] This scene was afterwards introduced by 
Ravenscroft, into a contemptible play written by him, which, how- 
ever, hath been acted within these few years, called The London 
CucWds. — Reed. 


314 • WOMEN PLEASED. [Act III 

Cross’d in tire nick o’ th’ matter ? Vengeance take 

And that old cavalier that spoil’d our cock-fight ! 
I’ll lay the next plot surer. 

Isab. I am glad, and sorry: 

Glad that I got so fairly off suspicion ; 

Sorry, I lost my new-ioved friend. 

Pen. Not lost, mistress ; 

III conjure once again to raise that spirit. 

In, and look soberly upon the matter ! 

Well ring him one peal more ; and if that fall. 
The devil take the clappers, bells, and all ! 

, [Ea^eunt. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


A Room in the Palace. 


Enter Duchess, LordS) and Rodove. 

Duck, Now, Rodope, how do you find my 
daughter ? 

Rod. Madam, I find her now what you would 
have her, 

What the state wishes her ; I urged her fault to 
her, 

Open’d her eyes, and inade her see the mischief 

She was running with a headlong will into j 
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Made her start at her folly, shake and tremble, 
At the mere memory of such an ignorance. 

She now contemns his love, hates his remembrance, 
Cannot endure to hear the name of Silvio; 

His person spits at 

Duck. I am glad to hear this. 

■ Rod. And humbly now to your will, your cafe, 
madam. 

Bends her affections, bows her best obedience ; 
Vienna’s Duke with new eyes now she looks on, 
And with a princely love, fit for his person, 
Returns that happiness and joy he look’d for ; 
The general good of both the neighbour dukedoms, 
Not any private end, or rash affection. 

She aims at now. Hearing the Duke arrived too, 
(To whom she owes all honour and all service) 
She charged me kneel thus at your grace’s feet, 
And not to rise without a general pardon. 

\_Kneeh. 

Duch. She has it, and my love again, my old 
love ; 

And with more tenderness I meet this penitence, 
Than if she ne’er had started from her honour. 

I thank you, Rodope, am bound to thank you, 
And daily to remember this great service, 

This honest faithful service ! Go in peace, 

.And by this ring, deliver’d to Bartello, 

L&t her enjoy our favour, and her liberty; 

And presently to this place, with all honour. 

See her conducted. 

Rod. Your grace has made me happy. \ExiL 

' : ^ Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Sienna’s nobleDukecraves his admittance. 
Duch. Go, wait upon his grace I— 
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Enter Duke of Sienna, with Atlcudanfs. 

Fair sii, you are ''vclconic, 
Welcome to her ever admired your virtues ! 

And now, methinks, my court looks truly noble. 
You have taken too much pains, sir. 

Duke. Royal lady, 

To wait upon your grace is but my service. 

Diich. Keep that, sir, for the saint you have 
vow’d it to. 

Duke. 1 keep a life for her. Since your grace 
pleases 

To jump so happily into the matter, 

I come indeed to claim your royal promise, 

The beauteous Belvidere in marriage : 

I come to tender her my youth, my fortune. 

My everlasting love. 

Duck. You are like to win, sir. — 

Etiter Belvideke, Bartello, Rodoi>e, and At-‘ 
tendants. 

All is forgot, forgiven too. No sadness, 

My good child ! you have the same heart still here. 
The Duke of Sienna, child ! Pray, use him nobly. 
Duke. An angel beauty ! 

Bel. Your grace is fairly welcome ! 

And what in modesty a blushing maid may 
Wish to a gentleman of your great goodness — ■ 
But wishes are too poor a pay for princes. 

Duke. You have made me richer thair all states 
and titles ! 

One kiss of this white hand’s above all honours : 
My faith, dear lady, and my fruitful service. 

My duteous zeal 
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Bel. Your grace is a great master. 

And speak too powerfully to be resisted. 

Once more, you are welcome, sir ; to me you are 
welcome, 

To lier that honours you ! I could say more, sir ; 
But in another’s tongue ’twere better spoken. 
Duke. As wise as fair! you have made your 
servant happy. — 

I never saw so rich a mine of sweetness ! 

DucL W iW your grace please, after your pain- 
ful journey, 

To take some rest ? — -Are the Diike’s lodgings 
ready? 

Lord, All, madam. 

Duck. Then wait upon his grace, all ! — And to- 
morrow, sir, 

We’ll shew you in what high esteem we hold you : 
Till then, a fair repose ! 

Duke. My fairest service ! 

\Bxeunt Duke and Attendants. 
Dudi. You have so honour’d me, my dearest 
daughter,! 

So truly pleased me in this entertainment,, 

I mean your loving carriage to Sienna, 

That both for ever I forget all trespasses, 

And to secure you next of my full favour. 

Ask what you will within my power to grant you, 
Agk freely ; and if I forget my promise— 

Ask confidently ! 

Bel. You are too royal to me ; 

To me that have so foolishly transgress’d you," 

So like a girl, so far forgot my virtue, 

Which now appears as tese and ugly to me, 

As did his dream, that thought he was in Paradise, 

» Transgress’d you.1 That is, trarlsgressed your commands. See 
v-ol. VI. p. S5. 
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Awaked and saw the devil. How was I wander’d ! 
IVlth what dyes could I look upon that poor, that 
coarse thing, 

That wretched thing, call’d Silvio ! that, now, 
despised thing ! 

And lose an object of that graceful sweetness, 
Tliac god-like presence, as Sienna is! 

Darkness and cheerful day had not such difference. 
But I must ever bless your care, your wisdom, 
That led me from this labyrinth of folly : 

How had I sunk else ! what example given ! 
DucL Pr’ythee, no more ; and as thou art my 
best one. 

Ask something that may equal such a goodness ! 

Bel. Why did you let him go soslightfy from you, 
More like a man in triumph, than condemn’d? 
Why did you make his penance but a question, 

A riddle, e%mry idle wit unlocks ? 

Duck. Tis not so. 

Nor do not fear it so ; he will not find it : 

I have given that (unless myself discover it) 

Will cost his head. 

Bel. Wis subject to construction ? 

Ditch. That it is too. 

Bel. It may be then absolved, 

And then are we both scorn’d and laugh’d at, 
madam : 

Beside the promise you have tied upon it. 

Which you must never keep — — 

Duck. I never mean it 

Bel. For Heaven sake, let me know it ! ’tis my 
suit to you, 

The boon you would have me ask ; Let me but 
see it, ■ 

That, if there be a way to make’t so strong 
No wit nor powerful reason can run through it 
For my disgrace, I may beg of Heaven to grant it. 
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Duck. Fear not ! it has been put to sharper 
judgments 

Than e’er he shall arrive at : My dear father, 
That was as fiery in his understanding 
And ready in his wit as any living, 

Had it two years, and studied it, yet lost it : 

This night you are my bedfellow; there, daughter. 
Into your bosom I’ll commit this secret. 

And there we’ll both take counsel. 

Bel. I shall find 

Some trick, I hppe, too strong yet for his mind. 

\Exeunt, 


SCENE IL 


A Street. 

Enter Pewurio. 

Pen: Methinks I am batte.n’d * well of late, 
grown lusty. 

Fat, high, and kicking, thanks to the bounteous 
Rugio ! ' 

And, now, metliinks, I scorn these poor repast! , 
Oieese-parings, and the stinking tongues of |j | ’■ 
chers : 

But why should I remember these ? they are odio 


* Batkfid.l That isj grown fat Soi!i;FoT(Fs Perkin Warbe 
“ Astle^n Give me the hearts .of England for' my money ! 
Sketon. A man may batten there in a week only with hot o 
and butter, and a lusty cup of muscadine and sugar at bre| s 
though he may make a meal 'all thh mo.nth after/^ 
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They are odious in mine eyes ; the full fat (iish now, 
The bearing dish, is that I reverence, 

The dish an able serving-man sweats muler, 

And bends i’ th' hams, as if the house hnng on him, 
That dish is the dish ; hang your bladder baii<[ucts, 
Of half a dozen of turnips and two mushrooms!-’ 
These, when they breed their best, hatch but two 
belches : 

The state of a fat turkey, the decorum 
He inarches in with, all the train and circumstance ; 
’Tis such a matter, such a glorious matter ! 

And then his sauce with oranges and onions, 

And he display’d in all parts ! for such a dish now, 
And at my need, I would betray my father, 

And, for a roasted conger, all my country. 

Enie?' Baetello, 

Earl What, my friend Lean-gut ! how does thy 
beauteous mistress ? 

And where’s your master, sirrah ? where’s that 
horn-pipe ? 

My mistress, sir, docs as a poor wrong’d 
gentlewoman 

(Too much, Heaven knows, oppress’d with injuries) 
Ma3Mo, and live. 

Eart. Is the old fool still jealous ? 

jPai. As old fools are and will be, still the sam.e, 

• sir. 

Barf. He must Im-e cause, he must have cause.* 
Ben. ’Tis true, sir ; 

And ’would he had with all my heart ! 

s _ — __ IIa??g your bladder hmgmis^ 

Or kalf a dozeii of turnips and two mnsh rooms /] An ingenious 
ameiKlnient of Mason’s has bce|i adopted into the text^ which does 
not require any defence, 
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Bart. He shall have. 

Pen. For then he had salt to his saffron porridge."^ 
Bart. Why 

Do not I see thee sometime ? why, thou starved 
rascal.? 

Why do not you come to me, you precious bow- 
case? 

I keep good meat at home, good store. 

Pen. Y es, sir ; 

I will not fail you ail next w’eek. 

Bart. I'hou art welcome : 

I have a secret I would fain impart to thee ; 

But thouVt so thin, the wind will blow it from 
thee, 

Or men will read it through thee. 

Pen, Wrapt up in beef, sir. 

In good gross beef, let all the world look on me ! 
The English have that trick to keep intelligence. 
Bart. A witty knave ! First, there’s to tie your 
tongue up. [Gives money. 

jPc«. Dumb as a dog, sir. 

Bart. Next, hark in your ear, sirrah! 

[Whispers. 

Pen. Well, very well, excellent well ! ’Tis done, 
sir ; 

Say no more to me. 

Bart. Say, and hold. 

Pe7i ’Tis done, sir. 

Bart, As thou lov’st butter’d eggs, swear. 

Pen. Let me kiss the book first ; 

But here’s my hand, brave captain. 

Bart. Look you hold, sirrah. [Exit. 

Pen. Oh, the most precious vanity of this world ! 
When such dry neats’ tongues must be soak’d and 
larded 

'*■ Saffron j}orrii%c.] This passage supports a conjecture ha* 
zarded on a similar one in The Woman’s Prize,- vol. V. p. 41?. 

von. IX. X . . 
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With young fat supple wenches ? Oh, the devil, 
What can he do ? he cannot suck an egg off, 

But his back’s loose i’ th’ hiits ; Go thy ways, cap- 
tain ! 

Well may thy warlike name work miracles ; 

But if e'er thy founder’d courser win match more, 
Or stand right but one train 

Enter Three Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Now, Signor Shadow, 

What art thou thinking of? how to rob thy master? 
Em. Of his good deeds ? The thief that under- 
takes that 

Must have a hook will poze all hell to hammer. 
Have you dined, gentlemen, or do you purpose ? 

2 Gent, Dined, two long hours ago. 

Ee,n. Pray ye take me with ye. 

3 Gent. To supper, dost thou mean? 

Een. To any thing 

That has the smell of meat in’t. Tell me true, gen- 
tlemen ; 

Are not you three now going to be sinful ? 

To jeopard a joint, or so ? I have found your faces, ^ 
And see whore written in your eyes. 

^ To iropard <2 -Mr Tlieobfild and, Mr Seward read witk , 

mtj jeopardy and the oldest .folio .retains pretty near the same , 
reading, 

To jeabard c 

Bat what are we to make of. Fue found pow faces ? The reader 
may put what sense he pleases to this place ; but I cannot help 
thinking but we ought to read, 

r<ve..cm^d.jourfaces^ 

i. comldeTd^ vkw^d^ studfd *Qm*^^Spmpsoru 

Why Mr Sym.pson,.. in .his 'quotations in this note# substitutes 
point for joint we are at a loss to know ; and so we are to Bnd out 
where the difficulty of Tire iouhd yonrfaas^ lies : Peuurio asks 
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1 Gent. A parlous rascal ! ® 

Thou art much upon the matter. 

Pen. Have a care, gentlemen ! 

’Tis a sore age, very sore age, lewd age ; 

And women now are like old knights’ adventures, 
Pull of enchanted flames, and dangerous. 

® Gent. Where the most danger is, there’s the 
most honour. 

Pen. I grant ye, honour most consists in suffer- 
ance ; 

And by that rule you three should be most ho- 
nourable. 

3 Gent. A subtle rogue ! But canst thou tell, 
Penurio, 

Where we may light upon 

Pen. A learned surgeon ? 

S Gent. Pox take ye, fool ! I mean good whole- 
some wenches. 

Pen. ’Paith, wholesome women will but spoil 
ye too. 

For you are so used to snap-haunces.’— -But take 
my counsel ; 

Take fat old women, fat, and five and fifty | ' 
The Dog-days are come in. ' 
g Gent. Take fat old women ? 

Pen. The fatter and the older, still the better ! 

■ You do not know the pleasure of an old dame, 

them coarsely. Are not you three going to sinful ? and afterwards 
■adds, POUND your faces ; i. e, “1 have, discovered the mean^ 

ingof your looks, and see whore written in your eyes/^ This inter* 
pretatioii is unforced, and found to be the^ better, as well as 
the older reading. Con^d conveys a weaker sense.— Ed. 177S. 

^ A parlous rascalJ] i. c. ^ cunning one, 

^ ^mf-hmmces^ So the former edi tions.— Ed . 1 778 • 

, ■ And they read^ rightly. There h a pun 'between snapAimmce^ 
the ancient name for a hielock, and a prostitute. The last editors ■ 
,. TQ^d snupAimnckes, . y,',;'- 
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A fat old dame ; you do not know the knack on’t : 
They’re like our country grots, as cool asChristmas, 
And sure i’ th’ keels. 

1 Gent. Hang him, starved fool, he mocks us! 

3 Gent. Penurio, thou know’st all the handsome 
wenches : 

What shall I give thee for a merchant’s wife now? 

Fen. I take no money, gentlemen; that’s base! 

I trade in meat : A merchant’s wife will cost ye— - 
A glorious capon, a great shoulder of mutton, 

And a tart as big as a conjurer’s circle. 

3 Gent. That’s cheap enough. 

1 Gent. And what a haberdasher’s ? 

Pen. Worse meat will serve for her; a great 
goose-pie— 

(But you must send it out o’ th’ country to me, 

It will notdo else) with a piece of bacon, 

And, if you can, a pot of butter with it. 

2 Now do I aim at horse-flesh: What a 
parson’s ? ® 

Pen. A tithe-pig has no fellow, if I fetch her; 
If she be Puritan,® plumb-porridge does it, 

s ls'o*w do I aim at horse«flesh. : What a parsoi/s ?] There is a 
vulgar proverb, that he who cuckolds a parson shall have good 
luck in horse-flesh, 

1/she be Puntany plumb porridge — ] I read, 

Jf she Puritmiy icc. 

The Puritans, have several of them very" warmly, opposed the ob- 
servance of church festivals, and of consequence the feasting upon' • 
llifm, which Hudibras has finely burlesqued, in partL canto 

llather than fail, theij mil dcfp 
That which tliep love most femkrlp ; 

Quarrel with minced pies, and disparage 
Their best and dearest friend pium-porrklgc ; 

' Fat pig and goose itself oppose, * 

' And blaspheme custard through ilie nose/ 

From whence it will appear that a negative is wanting in the line 
above^ which I have iaserled* The reader will observe that in this 
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And a fat loin of veal, well sauced and roasted. 

2 Gent. We’ll meet one niglit, and thou shalt 

have all these, 

O’ that condition we may have the wenches.-— 

A dainty rascal 1 

Pen. When your stomachs serve ye, 

(For mine is ever ready) I’ll supply ye. 

1 GeBif. Farewell ! and there’s to fill thy paunch. 

\They gite money. 

Pen. Brave gentleman 

^ Gent. Hold, sirrah ! there. 

Pen. Any young wench i’ th’ town, sir — ■— 

3 Gent. It shall go round. \_Exeunt Gentlemen. 
Pen. Most honourable gentlemen ! — 

All these are courtiers ; but they are mere cox- 
combs, 

And only for a wench their purses open ; 

Nor have they so much judgment left to chuseher. 
If e’er they call upon me. I’ll so fit ’em — 

I have a pack of wry-mouth’d mackrel ladies. 
Stink like a standing ditch, and those dear dam" 
sels— 

But I forgot my business ; I thank you, monsieurs ! 
I have a thousand whimsies in my brains now. 

\_E.vit, 

and another banter on the fanatics, our poets have brought their 
scene back to England ; for I believe there never was any sect of 
tlieiB that held these doctrines on the other side the Alps. 

■ Smard^ 

What Seward says in the beginning of this note is true, that the 
Puritans warmly opposed the celebration of festivals, and the feast- 
ing attending them ; but it does not follow from thence that the 
negative he contends for ought to be inserted. There is much 
more humour in the presenFreading ; for the dishes Fenurio men- 
tions are not the bribes or inducements for the .women, to,, come 
but the rewards lie expects for bringing them, which he humour- 
ously contrasts with their inciihati5BS and- o'pinioiis.---M£i:5^^ 
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SCENE IIL 


J Room in the Palace. A Banquet set out. 


Enter Duchess, Duke of Sienna, Lords, and At- 
tendants. 

Duck. Your grace shall now perceive hpw 
much we honour you, 'Ui- 

And in what dear regard we hold your friendship. 
Will you sit, sir, and grace this homely banquet? 
Duke. Madam, to your poor friend you are too 
magnificent. 

Duck. To the Duke’s health, and all the joys I 
wish him ! [They drink. 

Let no man miss this cup. Have we no music? 
Duke. Your noble favours still you heap upon 
me ! 

But where’s my virtuous mistress ? Such a feast, 
And not her sparkling beauty here to bless it ? 
Methinks, it should not be ; it shews not fully. 

Duck. Young ladies, sir, are long and curious 
In putting on their trims," forget how day goes, 
And then ’tis their good-morrow when they are 
ready. — 

^ In onr ancient writers, trim almost' always, signilies" 

dress* It plainly does so here, and in another passage 'in act.Y. .So,,: 
livSIiakspeare^s King John, a bride unirest' is called. an tmIrssmeJ.' 
bride* See act iii* sc* ,i.— -ileedf. 

Another instance occurs in Titus .Andronicus, act v. sc*' i* 

“ Aar* And cut her hands off, and trimvrid hm as thou saw^st* 
Imc* O detestable villain ! cal Fst thou that wig 
dar* Why, she was w<ish% and cut, .and trimfiidy ' &c*... 
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Go some and call her, and wait upon her hither ; 
Tell her the Duke and I desire her company. — 

I warrant you, a hundred dressings now 
She has survey’d ; this and that fashion look’d on, 
For ruffs and gowns ; cast this away, these jewels 
Suited to these, and these knots : O’ my life, sir. 
She fears your curious eye will soon discover else.— 
Why stand ye still ? why gape ye on one another ? 
Did I not bid ye go, and tell my daughter ? 

Are you nail’d here ? Nor stir, nor speak ? Who 
am I ? 

And who are you ? at 

1 Lord. Pardon me, gracious lady ! 

The fear to tell you that, you would not hear of, 
Makes us all dumb : The princess is gone, madam. 
Duch. Gone? whither gone? Some wiser fellow 
answer me ! 

2 Lord. ¥fe sought the court all over ; and, be- 

lieve, lady. 

No news of where she is, nor how conveyed hence. 
Duch. It cannot be, it must not be ! 

X Lord. ’Tis true, madam ; 

Noroom in all the court, but we search’d through it. 
Her women found her want first, and they cried 
to us. 

Duch. Gone? stol’n away? I am abused, dis- 
honour’d. 

, Duke. ’Tis I that am abused, ’tis I dishonour’d ! 
Is this your welcome? this your favour to me ? 

To foist a trick upon me ? this trick too, 

To cheat me of my love ? Am I not worthy ? 

Or, since I was your guest, am I grown odious ? 
Duch. Your grac^ mistakes me ; as I have a 
life, sir— — 

Duke. And I another, I will never bear this, 
Never endure this dor P ' 

" Do?-,] Disappointment. See vol. Vlil. p, ^27. 
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Duch. But hear me patiently ! 

Duke. Give me my love ! 

JDuch. As soon as care can find her ; 

And all care shall be used. 

Duke. And all my care too, 

To be revenged : I smell the trick ; ’tis too rank ; 
Fy, how it smells o’ th’ mother ! 

Duck. You wrong me, Duke. 

Duke. For this disgrace, ten thousand Floren- 
tines 

Shall pay their dearest bloods, anddyingcurseyou ! 
And so i turn away, your mortal enemy ! [Exit. 
Duch. Since you’re so high and hot, sir, you 
have half arm’d us.- — 

Be careful of the town, of all the castles, 

And see supplies of soldiers every where. 

And musters for the field when he invites us ; 
Tor he shallknow, ’tis not high words can fright us. 
My daughter gone? Has she so finely cozen’d me? 
Thisis for Silvio’s sake sure ; oh, cunning faiseone 1 
— Publish a proclamation through the dukedom, 
That whosoe’er can bring to th’ court young Silvio, 
Alive or dead, beside our thanks and favour, 

Shall have two thousand ducats for his labour ! 
See it dispatch’d and sent in haste. — Oh, base one ! 

\Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 

A Bed-room in the House of Lopez. 


Enter Isabella, and Penurio with a Light, 

Wast thou with Rugio? 

Pen. Yes, marry was I, closely.^ 

Isab. And does he still remember his poor mis- 
tress ? 

Does he desire to see me ? 

Pen. Yes, and presently ; 

Puts off all business else ; lives in that memory ; 
And will be here according to directions. 

But where’s thy master ? 

Pen. Where a coxcomb should be; 

Waiting at court with his jewels ; 

Safe for this night, I warrant you. 

Isab. I am bound to thee. 

Pen. I would you were, as close as I could tie 
you, 

Hsab. ThOu art my best, my truest friend 

Pen. I labour, 

I moil and toil for you ; I am your hackney. 

Isab. If ever I be able 

Pen. Steal the great cheese, mistress, 

Was sent him out o’ th’ country. 

Isab, Any thing— — 

3 Closely. 1 Privately. 


IS 
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Pen. That’s meat; ’tis lawful, mistress.^ Where’s 
the castle- custard,^ 

He got at court? 

Isab. He has lock’d it in his study. 

Pen. Get a warrant 
To search for counterfeit gold. 

Isah. Give me thy candle ; 

I’ii find a time to be thy careful cater.® 

Pen. And many a time I’ll find to be his cook, 
And dress his calf’s head to the sweetest sauce, 
mistress! 

Ifab. Tobed,Penurio! go; the rest is my charge ; 
ril keep the watch out. 

Pen. Now if you spare him [E.rU' 

Isab. Peace, fool !— 

I hope my Rugio will not fail ; ’twould vex me. 
Now to my string I so; sure he cannot miss now; 
And this end to my finger. I’ll lie down. 

For on a sudden I am wond’rous heavy ; 

’Tis very late too ; if he come and find this, 

And pull it, though it be with easy motion, 

I shall soon waken, and as soon be with him. 

[-57/e ties a String to her P'inger, lays down, and 
falls asleep. 

Enter Lopez. 

Lopez. Thou secret friend,’ how am I bound.to 
love thee ! 

^ Thafs mtat ; ^Hs lawful^ mistressJ\ To steal food was ‘vul« 
garly lield to be without the censure of the law. 

/ r /Cmth^custard,'] Custards, as well as marchpanes and other 
confections, were formerly built up in the shape of castles and for- . 
tifications. 

^ Cater See above p. 283.» 

^ Tlmu secret friend*] His private 
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And how to hug thee for thy private service ! 
Thou art the star all my suspicions sail by, 

The fixed point my wronged honour turns to : 

By thee I shall know all, find all the subtilties 
Of devilish women, that torment me daily : 

Thou art my conjurer, my spell, my spirit ! — 
All’s hush’d and still, no sound of any stirring, 
No tread of living thing ! The light is in still ; 
And there’s my wife ; how prettily the fool lies, 
How sweet, and handsomely j and in her clothes 
too! 

Waiting for me, upon my life I her fondness 
Would not admit her rest till I came to her : 

Oh, careful fool, why am I angry with thee ? 
Why do I think thou hat’st thy loving husband r 
I am an ass, an over-doting coxcomb ; 

And this sweet soul the mirror of perfection. 
How admirable fair and delicate ! 

And how it stirs me ! I’ll sing thy sweets a requiem, 
But will not waken thee. 


som. 

Oh, fair sweet face, oh, eyes celestial bright, 

Twin stars in Heaven, that nm adorn the night ; 
Oh, fruitfid lips, where cherries ever grow, 

»And damask cheeks, where all sweet beauties Mow ; 
Oh thou, from head to foot divinely fair ! 

Cupid's most cunning net’s made of that hair ; 
And, as he weaves himself for curious eyes, 

“ Oh me, oh me, Fm caught myself," he cries : 
Sweet rest about thee, sweet and golden sleep, 

Soft peaceful thoughts, your hourly watches heep. 
Whilst I in wonder sing this sacrifice, 

To beauty sacred, and those angel eyes ! 
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Now will I steal a kiss, a clear kiss from lier, 

And suck the rosy breath of this bright beauty,— 
What a devil’s this? tied to her finger too? 

A string, a damned string, to give intelligence ! 
Oh, loved key, how truly hast thou served me ! 
I’ll follow this : — Soft, soft ! to th’ door it goes, 
And through to th’ other side ! a damn’d string ’tis ! 
I am abused, topt, cuckolded, fool’d, jaded, 
Ridden to death, to madness ! — Stay ; this helps not ; 
Stay, stay ! and now invention help me ! 

I’li sit down by her, take this from her easily, 
And thus upon mine own. — Dog, I shall catch you ; 
With all your cunning, sir, I shall light on you. — 
I felt it pull, sure ; yes, but woncrrous softly ; 
'Tis there again, and harder now : HaVe at you ! 
Now an thou ’scap’st, the devil’s thy ghostly father ! 


Imb. l/lwaking-l Sure ’tw^as my husband’s voice ! 
The string is gone too; 

He has found the trick on’t ! I am undone, be- 
tray’d, 

And, if he meet my friend, he perishes ; 

W^hat fortune follows me, what spiteful fortune ! 
Hoa, Jaquenet ! 


Enter Jaquenet. 


Jaq. Here, mistress ; do you call me ? , 

hab. Didst thou hear no noise? 

Jaq. I hear my master mad yonder, 

And swears, and chafes 

Isab. Dar’st thou do one thing for me ? 

One thing concerns mine honour ? all is lost else, 
Jaq. Name what you will. 

. Isab. it can bring but a beating, 

Which 1 will recompense so largely 
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Jag, Name it. 

Isak Sit here as if thou wert asleep. 

Jag. Is that all ? 

Jsab. When he comes in, whate’er he do unto 
thee, 

(The worst will be but beating) speak not a word, 

Not one word, as thou lov’st me. 

Jag. I’ll run through it. 

Jsab, I’ll carry away the candle. [E.rii. 

Jag. And I the blows, mistress. [Lies down. 

Enter Lopez. 

Lopez, Have you put your light out ? I shall 
stumble to you, 

You whore, you cunning whore ! I shall catch 
your rogue too : 

He has light legs, else I had so ferret-claw’d him ! 

Oh, have I found you ? Do you play at dog-sleep 
still, whore? 

Do you think that can protect you? Yes, I’ll kill 
thee; ^ 

But first I’ll bring thy friends to view thy villainies, 

Thy whorish villainies : And first I’ll beat thee, 

Beat thee to pin-dust, thou salt whore, thou varlet. 

Scratch out thine eyes : I’ll spoil your tempting 
visage ! — [Beats her. 

Are you so patient ? I’ll put ray nails in deeper. 

Is it good whoring ? whoring, ye base rascal ? 

Is it good tempting men with strings to ride you ? 

So! I will fetch your kindred, and your friends, 
whore ; 

And such a justice I will act upon thee 


Isab. What, is he gone ? 
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Jat/. The devil go with him, mistress ! 

He has harrow’d me, plough’d land was ne’er so 
harrow’d ; 

I had the most ado to save mine eyes. 

He has paid thee ; 

But ni heal all again with good gold, Jaquenet. 
He has damned nails. 

Ja^. They are tenpenny nails, I think, mistress ; 
I’ll undertake he shall strike ’em through an inch 
board. 

Jsal). Go up and wash thyself ; take my poma- 
tum ; 

And now let me alone to end the tragedy. 

Ja(/. You had best beware. 

I shall deal stoutly with him ; 

Pteach me my book, and see the door made fast, 
wench ; 

And so, good night !— Now to the matter politic I 
Jaotenet. Lopez knocks within. 

Lopez. [fVithm.'l You shall see what she is, what 
a sweet jewel. 

Isab. Who’s there ? what madman knocks ? is 
this an hour, 

i\nd in mine husband’s absence.^ 

Lopez. [fVithin.l Will you open? 

You know my voice, you whore ! I am that hus- 
band. — 

Do you mark her subtilty? But I have paid her ; 
I have so ferk’d her face — Here’s the blood, gen- 
tlemen ; 

JEcce signum ! I have spoil’d her goatish beauty • 
Observe her how she looks now, how she’s painted ! 
Oh, ’tis the most wicked’st whore,® and the most 
treacherous- — - 

® Oh, ’tis the most wicked'St st'/iore.] The putting the sign of 
the superlative degree to the superlative degree itself, as the com- 
parative sign.to the comparative degree a little above, is a practice 
in which our authors are not singular,— 
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Enter Lopez, Bartello, Gentlemen and izco Gen- 
tleteomen. 

\ 

Gent. Here walks my cousin, full of meditation, 
Arm’d with religious thoughts. 

Bart. Is this the monster ? 

1 Gentlm. Is this the subject of that rage you 
talk’d of. 

That naughty woman you had pull’d a-pieces ? 
Bart. Here’s no such thing. 

1 Gentlew. How have you wrong’d this beauty ! 
Are not you mad, my friend.' What time o’ th’ 
moon is’t ? 

Have not you maggots in your brains ? 

Lopez. ’Tis she, sure ’. 

Gent. Where’s the scratch’d face you spoke of, 
the torn garments, 

And all the hair pluck’d off her head ? 

Believe me, 

’Twere better far you had lost your pair of pebbles. 
Than she the least adornment of that sweetness. 
Lopez. Is not this blood ? 

1 Gentlext). This is a monstrous folly, 

A base abuse ! 

Isah. Thus he does ever use me, 

And sticks me up a wonder, not a woman : 
Nothing I do, but subject to suspicion ; 

Nothing I can do, able to content him. 

Bart. Lopez, you must not use this. 

2 Gentlm. ’Twere not amiss, sir, 

To give ye sauce to your meat ; and suddenly — — 
1 Gentlew. You that dare wrong a woman of her 
' goodness. 

Thou have a wife ? thou have a bear tied to thee, 
To scratch thy jealous itch’ ! Were all o’ my mind, 
I mean all women, we would soon disburthen you 
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Of that that breeds these fits, these dog-flaws® 
in ye ; 

A sow-gelder should trim you. 

Bart. A rare cure, lad}’', 

And one as fit for him as a thief for a halter!-— 
You see this youth ; vv'iil you not cry him quit- 
tance ? [Apari' /o Isabella. 

Body o’ me, 1 would pine, but i would pepper him. 
I’ll come anon. — He, hang him, poor pompillion 1 ' 
How like a wench bepist he looks ! — i’ll come, 
lady.— - 

Lopez, the law must teach you what a wife is, 

A good, a virtuous wife 

Isab. ni ne’er live wdth him ! 

I crave your loves ail to make known my cause, 
That so a fair divorce may pass between us : 

I am weary of my life ; in danger hourly. 

Bart. You see bow rude you are — 1 will not 
miss you — [’Apart to her, 

Unsufferable rude — I’ll pay him. soundly — 
Youshould be whipt in Bedlam— I’ll reward him — 
£ Gentlew. Whipping’s too good. 

Lopes. I think I am alive still, 

And in my wits 1 

Bart. I’ll put a trick upon him — 

And get his goods confiscate; you shall have ’em, 

I will not fail at nine [Apart to her. ■ 

Lopes. 1 think I am here too ; v 

And once I wrould have sworn I had taken her 
napping; ^ 

1 think my name is Lopez. 

^ Pte'.?.] This word,. in our autlioB’s' time, signified storms^ or 
gu^ts Several instances might' be produced.— 

* FompilUonJl Cotgrave interprets popiileon^ “ populeon^ or 
pompilfjen, an ointment made of blacke poplar biuls/^ The allu- 
sion m the tt‘xt perhaps to the artificial, aids which Lopez was 
obliged to niake use of, to conceal the effects of age. 
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Gent Fy for shame, sir ! 

You see you have abused her, foully wrong’d her, 
Hung scandalous and coarse opinions on her, 
Which now you find but children of suspicion ; 
Asfc her forgiveness, shew a penitence ! 

She is iny kinswoman ; and what she sulFers 
Under so base and beastly jealousies, 

I will redress, else 111 seek satisfaction. 

Bart. Why, every boy i’ th’ town will piss upon 
thee. 

Lopez. I am sorry for’t— — 

1 Gentlew. Down o’ your marrow-bones ! 

Lopez. Even sorry from my heart ; Forgive me, 

sweet wife ! [Kneels, 

Here I confess most freely I have wrong’d you ; 
As freely here I beg a pardon of you ! 

From this hour no debate, no cross suspicion — — ■ 
Isab. To shew you, sir, I understand a wife’s part, 
Thus 1 assuiip my love, and seal your pardon. 

- i_Kisse.s him. 

2 ’Tis well done : Now to bed, and there 
confirm it ! 

And so good nig^^ 

Bart. Aware relapses, Lopez- p^Exeunt, 

Lopez. Now, Isabella, tell me truth, and sud- 
denly, 

And do not juggle with me, nor dissemble, 

(For, as I have a life, you die then ! I am not mad, 
Nbr does the devil work upon my weakness) 

Tell me the trick of this, and tell me freely. 

Jsab. Will then that satisfy you ? 

Lopez. If you deal ingenuously. - 

Isab. Ill tell you all, and tell you true and freely, 
Bartello was the end of all this jealousy 
His often visitations brought by you, first 
Bred all these fits, and these suspicions ; 
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I knew your false key, and accordingly 
I framed ’my plot, to have you take him finely. 
Too poor a penance for the wrong* his wife bears, 
His worthy virtuous wife ! I felt it sensibly 
When you, took off the string, and was much 
pleased in’t, 

Because I wish’d his importunate dotage paid well ; 
And, had you staid two minutes more, you had had 
him. 

Lopes. This sounds like truth. 

Isab. Because this shall be certain, 

Next time he comes (as long be cannot tarry) 
Yourself shall see, and hear, his lewd temptations. 
Lopes. Till then I am satisfied: And if this 
prove true, 

Henceforward mistress of yourself I give you, 
And I to serve you. For my lusty captain, , 
III make iiim dance, and make him think the devil 
Claws at his breech, and yet I will , 3 aot hurt him. 
Gome now to bed ; and prove but constant this 
way, 

111 prove the man you ever wish’d. 

Isak You have blest me. 


[ExeunL 
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A Country Village. 

Enter Silvio. 

Sil. What labour and what travel have I run 
through, 

And through what cities, to absolve this riddle ! 
Diviners, dreamers, schoolmen, deep magicians. 
All have I tried ; and all give several meanings. 
And from all hope of any future happiness : 

To this place am I come at length, the country ; 
The people simple, plain, and harmless witty, 
Whose honest labours Heaven rewards with plenty 
Of corn, wine, oil, which they again, as thankful. 
To their new crops new pastimes celebrate, 

And crown their joyful harvests with new voices. 
By a rich farmer here I am entertain’d, 

And rank’d among the number of his servants, 
Not guessing what I am, but what he would have 
me. 

Here may be so much wit (though much I fear it) 
To undo this knotty question ; and ’would to Plea- 
ven 

My fortunes had been hatch’d with theirs, as in- 
nocent. 

And never known a pitch above their plainness ! 

Enter Soio, dressed as a Morris- dancer with a Ero- 
clamation, from a House. 

Soto. ThaUt is, that it is — ^^what’s this word now ? 
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This is a plaguy word ! that it is — r, e, a, that it 
is, reason. 

By your leave, Master Soto, by your leave, you 
are too quick, sir ; 

There’s a strange parlous T before the reason, 

A very tall T, which makes the word high-treason. 

SiL What treason’s that? does this fellow un- 
derstand himself? 

Soto. Pitch will infect; I’ll meddle no more 
with this geer. — 

What a devil ails this fellow? this foolish fellow? 
Being admitted to be one of us too, 

That are the masters of the sports proceeding, 
Thus to appear before me too, unmorris’d ? * 

Do you know me, friend ? 

Sil. You are my master’s son, sir. 

Soto. And do you know what sports are now in 
season ? 

Sih I hear there are some a-foot. 

Soto. Where are your bells then ? 

Your rings, your ribbands, friend? and 3'our clean 
napkins ? ^ 

Your nosegay in your hat, pinn’d up? Am not I 
here 

My father’s eldest son ? and at this tinie, sir, 

I would have you know it, though you be ten 
times his servant, 

A better man than my father far, lord of this har- 
vest, sir; 

And shall a man of my place want attendance ? 

Yi/. ’Twas want of knowledge, sir, not duty, 
. bred this; 

I would have made suit else for your lordship’s 
service. ^ 

® Umiorris’d.'] That is, no^ attired as a morris-dancer, 

^ Napkins.'] A napkin formerly meant a handkerchief, as ap- 
pears from Othello, and many other plays,— •Msso??. 
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Soto. In some sort I am satisfied iio.w ; mend 
your manners ! 

But thou art a melancholy fellow, vengeance me- 
lancholy. 

And that may breed an insurrection amongst us : 
Go to ! ril lay the best part of two pots now 
Thou art in love, and I can guess with whom too ; 
I saw the wench that twii'ed'^ and twinkled at thee, 
The other day ; the wench that’s new come hither 
The young smug wench. 

SiL You know more than I feel, sir. 

Soto. Go to ! I’ll be thy friend, I’ll speak a good 
word for thee, 

And thou shalt have my lordship’s countenance 
to her. 

May be I have had a snap myself ; may be ay, 
may be no ; 

We lords are allow’d a little more. 

SiL ’Tis fit, sir ; 

I humbly thank you ! you are too, too tender of 

But what, sir, I beseech you, was that paper 
Your lordship was so studiously employ’d in, 
When you came out a-doors 
Soto. Thou mean’st this paper ? 

SiL That, sir, I think. 

Soto. Why, ’tis a proclamation, 

Af notable piece of villainy, as ever thou heard’st 
in thy life 

By mine honour, ’tis. 

SiL How, sir ? or what concerns it ? 

. Soto. It comes you from the duchess, a plaguy 
wise woman, 

TwiredJ} So Ben JoHson^ in kis Sad Sbeplierdj act IL scene. 
IIL»~ ^ ' 

IVhich maids will twire at 
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To apprehend the body of one Sihno, 

(As arrant a rascal as ever piss'd against post) 
And this same Silvio, or this foresaid rascal, 

To bring before her, live or dead ; ibr which good 
service 

The man that brings him has two thousand ducats : 
Is not this notable matter now ? 

Sil. Tis so indeed. — 

This proclamation bears my bane about it ! 

{Aside. 

Can no rest find me, no private place secure me, 
But still my miseries like blood-hounds haunt me? 
Unfortunate young man, which way now guides 
thee, 

Guides thee from death ? the country’s laid round 
* for thee. 

Oh, Claudio, now I feel thy blood upon me ; 
Now it speaks loudly here, I am sure, against me; 
Time now has found it out, and Truth proclaim’d it, 
And Justice now cries out, 1 must die for it. 

Soto. Hast thou read it ? 

SU. Yes. 

Soto. And dost thou know that Silvio? 

Sil. I never saw him, sir. 

Soto. I have, and know him too, 

I know him as well as I know thee, and better ; 
And, if I light upon him, for a trick he play’d me 
once, 

A certain kind of dog-trick, Til so fiddle him ! 
Two thousand ducats ? I’ll so pepper him ! 

And with that money I’ll turn gentleman, 

Worth a brown baker’s^ dozen of such Silvios. 

J brown bake7\1 This epithet was commoniy applied to a ba.* 
kcr* ,So, in Nice Valour, (voi. IV, p. 3i7«) 

, Happy is he^ say I# whose window opens 
To a brom b^e/s chimney/" 
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Sit There is no staying here ; this rogue will, 
know me, • 

And for the money’s sake betray me too : 

I must bethink me suddenly and safely. 

Enter Bomby as Hobby-horse, and other Morris- 
dancers. 

Soto. Mine own dear lady, have at thy honey- 
comb ! 

Now, for the honour of our town, boys, trace 
sweetly! \Cry zoithin of, Axm, &tm\ 
What a vengeance ails this whobub pox refuse 
’em! 

Cannot they let us dance in our defence here ? 

Enter Farmer and Captain. 

Capt. Arm, honest friends, arm suddenly and 
bravely. 

And with your ancient resolutions follow me i 
Look how the beacons shew like comets ; your 
poor neighbours ^ ^^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Run maddingly affighted through the villages ; 
Sienna’s duke is up, burns all before him, 

And with his sword makes thousand mothers 
childless. 

^ Soto. What’s this to our morris-dancers ? 

Sil. This may serve my turn. 

Soto. There’s ne’er a duke in Christendom but 
loves a May-game. 

It occurs again at the conclusion of this scene, p. 350. Pos- 
sibly the epithet may have been derived from some conscientious 
baker being of the religious sect called the Brownists. 

* Whobub.] This was the old way of spelling and pronouncing 
hubbub. 
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Capt. At a horse you were ahvays cess'd ; put 
your son on him, 

And arm him well ! i’ th’ states name, I command 
. you : 

And they that dare go voluntary shall receive re- 
ward. 

Soto. I dare go no way, sir. This is strange, 
Master Captain, 

You cannot be content to spoil our sport ])ere, 

(V iiich 1 do not think your worship’s able to an- 
swer) 

Bat you must set us together by the ears, with I 
know not who too ? 

We are for the bodily part o’ th’ dance. 

Capt. Arm him suddenly I 
(This is no time to fool) I shall return you else 
A rebel to the general state, and duchess ; 

And iiow you’ll answer then 

Farmer. I have no more sous, sir ; 

This is my only boy; I beseech you, [Master Cap- 
tain — 

Soto. I am a rank coward too, to say the truth, 
sir ; 

I never had good luck at buffets neither. 

Farmer. Here’s vorty shillings, spare the child. 
Capt. I cannot. 

Soto. Are you a man ? will you cast away a . 
May-lord P 

Shall all the wenches in the country curse you? 

^ May-lord^'] It was usual at May-games to liave a lord and a 
lady of tl‘ie May* Both characters occur iu the Two Noble Kins* 
men ; and the former is personated by Ralphs in the Knight; of the 
Burning Pestle.. Jn the text, Soto is lord of the May^ and some 
female villager personated the lady, as he exclaims on the en- 
trance of the Morris-dancers,?!—^^ Mine own clear lady, have at thy 
lioneycorob/' From the conclusion of the play, it appears probable 
that this May*lady was Beividere;^ so disguised 
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SiL An’t please you, captain, I’ll supply his per-^, 
son ; 

(Tis pity their old custom should be frighted) 

Let me have horse, and good arms, I’ll serve wil- 
lingly, 

And, if I shrink a foot of ground, hell take me ! 

Capt. A promising aspect, face full of courage, 
ril take this man, and thank you too— — • 

Farmer, There’s for thee ; 

’Tis in a clout, but good old gold. 

SiL I thank you, sir. 

Farmer, Go, saddle my forehorse, put his fea- 
ther on too, 

(He’ll praunce it bravely, friend ; he fears no co- 
lours) 

And take the armour down, and see him dizen’d. 
Soto. Farewell ! and if thou carriest thyself well 
in this matter — 

I say no more but this, there must be more May- 
lords, 

And I know who are fit. 

SiL Dance you ; I’ll fight, sir. 

Capt. Away, away I 

SiL Farewell ! I am for the captain. [ Exeunt. 
Farmer. Now to this matter again^ my honest 
fellows ! 

For, if this go not forward, I foresee, friends. 
This war will fright our neighbours out o’ th’ vil- 
lages: 

Cheer up your hearts ! we shall hear better news, 
boys. 

Bomby. Surely I’ll dance no more,® ’tis most 
ridiculous : 

® Hob. Surely F a dancCf ■ no such iiame ' a^ 

Moh in the' dramMis^ pe7*son(By and as lie is called, and calls 
f elf liere^ and through the scene^- by the name of methinks 
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I find my wife’s instructions now mere verities, 
My learned wife’s ; she often hath pronounced to 
me 

My safety: “ Bomby, defy these sports; thou art 
damn'd else." 

This beast of Babylon I will never back again, 

His pace is sure prophane, and his lewd m-hees, 
The songs of Hymyn® and Gyniyn in the wilder- 
ness. 

Farmer. Fy, neighbour Bomby, in your fits 
again, 

Your zeal-sweats.' This is not careful, neighbour ; 

ive ought to displace this iioiisensical Hoh, and insert Bomh^ in its 

Mr Blason supposes Mob to stand for Hobbinal, of wliicli iie 
conjectures Bomby to have been the abbreviatiori. It is wonder- 
ful Jhat neitlnu' he nor Sympsoii perceived iIiaI Bomby is the 
hobby-horse of the Morris, and that conseqiicnslly the? J/iz/l pre- 
fixed to his speeches is the abbreviation not of his iniiue, but of 
the. character he '.represe.uteti. 'i'lie remainder of ibis scene is a 
very just and a highly bumoroiis banter upon the nhHurcl pre- 
judices of the Puritans, who represented tlie innocent I\ I ay -games 
as remains of popery, hlr ..Douce, in his cuihnis dis^erlatiou al- 
ready quoted in the noteS' on a simiiar passu in Ihe Woiiuiifs 
Prize, (voi. V. p, 312,) makes, the toliovvmg extract from Thomas 
lialFs Fmebria Florm^ the Downhill of I\ia\ -games Papists 
are forward to give the people May-poles $ and thepo|.)e’s holiness, 
with might and main, keeps aphis superstitious festivals as a prime 
prop of his tottering kingdom/ ■■■ lathe text, the- same apprehen- 
sio,os of the Pu,ntans- are. veiy justly ridiculed ; but the poet com- 
mits a strange anachronism in putting this methodistical cant ef 
Ms time into the mouth of an Italian peasant* 

^ The sons of, Conected by Theobald* 

^ * in yourjiis^ again^ 

Your zeal meats.] For the want only of a single hyphen, how . 
difficult is it to understand the humour of the Farmer here ? Sure 
we should write thus — 

your Jits again ^ 

'' ■ Your zeal^meais Sympson, 

The editors of 177*8 say the old reading is. most easy and na- 
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The hobby-horse is a seemly hobby-horse 

Soto. And as pretty a beast on’s inches, though 
I ^ay it— - 

Momhy. The beast is an unseemly and a lewd 
beast, 

And got at Rome by the pope’s coach-horses ; 

His mother was the mare of Ignorance. 

Soto. Cobler, thou liest, an thou wert a thou- 
sand coblers ! 

His mother was an honest mare, and a mare of 
good credit ; 

I know the mare, and, if need be, can bring wit- 
ness ; 

And, in the way of honesty I tell thee, 

Scorn’d any coach-horse the pope had ; thou art 
foolish, 

And thy blind zeal makes thee abuse the beast. 

Bomby. I do defy thee, and thy foot-cloth too 
And tell thee to thy face, this profane riding, 

(I feel it in my conscience, and I dare speak it) 
This unedified ambling hath brought a scourge 
- upon uS ; 

This hobby-horse Sincerity we lived in. 

War, and the sword of Slaughter : I renounce it. 
And put the beast off, thus, the beast polluted. 

{Throws doxon the hohlyy-horse. 
And novr no more shall Hope-on-high Bom by ^ 
Eollow the painted pipes of worldly pleasures. 
And, v/ith the wicked, dance the devil’s measures. 

tnral f but I cannot help thinking,, with Mason, that Sjmpson, in 
the present instance, is right ; ; for the' old; copies very seldom join 
two words by a hyphen, though they, evideotiy are intended to be 
connected* .. 

^ /i.]. It has been before observed that, this was a com** 

moil appeiiation for a horse caparisoned with a foot“-clotli* See 
ne,xt page,' note. d. 

- Eope-on^high This is in ridicule of the absurd Chris- 
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Away, tliou pamper’d jade of vanity/’ 

Stand at the iivery of lewd delights now, 

And eat the provender of prick-ear cl toUy ! 

My dance sJiali be to the pipe of persecutionv 
‘Fari.'.'cr. Will jou dance no more, neighbour? 
Eomby. Surely, no : 

Can y the beast to his crib ; I have renounced him, 
And all his works. 

Soto. Shall the hobby-horse be forgot then 

'tian names given by the Puritans to their children. Ben Jonsoa 
speaks of Zeal-of-the-land, and it is well knoivn that the celebrated 
Barebone was baptised Praise-Godj and liis brothers, Christ came 
into the world to save Barobone, and If Christ had not died, thou 
hadsi been damned, Barebone; the latter^ bj way of brevity, being 
generally called Damned, Bareboiie.” 

^ Awau^ thou pamper’d jade ofi'aniti^Al Aiiothcr slur on the 
line in Marlow’s Tamerlane-— ~ 

ye of Asia*!”, 

s The hobby-horse.] “ The hobby-horse/" says Mr Doiicej 

was represented by a man equipped with as much pasteboard as' 
was ^sullicient to form the head and . himler-paris of a horse, the 
qiiadrupiidal defects being concealed by a long mtmlk or jbof- 
dotk that nearly touched the ground. Tlie former, on this occa«» 
sion, exerted all his skill in burlesque horhcmanship, in Symp- 
son’s play of The Vow»Breaker, i6'36," a miller personates the 
hobby-horse, and being angry that the mayor of the city is putin 
competition with him, exclaims, ^ Let the mayor play the hobby- 
iiorse among his brethren, an .he. will ; I hope our town-lads can- 
not want a hobby-horse. Hav-e i practised iny reins, iny careers, 
my p ranchers, my ambles, my false trots, my smooth ambles, and 
Canterbury-paces, and shall .'master mayor put me be.sides .tht); 
hobby-horse ? Have I borrowed -the fore-horse bells, his plmnes, 
and braveries ; nay, had his mane new shorn and friszied, and 
shall the mayor put me besides' the hobby-horse I)oucf/s //- 

imiratiom^ voL li. p. 4b8. The'line in the text is very similar to 
a number of others quoted by the' commentators of Shakspecare, 
who suspect that it is an allusion. to a ballad of the time. That 
the acting of the hobby-horse w^as a place of prc-emioence, will 
also appear from the following quotation : 

1 Boy. Did he not d.ance the kokby^horsc in llacbie^-MIorrke 
once ? 

5] Bqj/# Yes, and at Green-goose-fayr, as honest and as poor a 
man^^WiBSTEE and Eowfey’s Cure for a Cuckold, 
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The hopeful hobby-horse, shall he lie founder’d ? 

If thou dost this, thou art but a cast-away cobler. 
My auger’s up ; think wisely, and think quickly, 
And look upon the quondam, of pleasure! 

If thou dost this (mark me, thou serious sowter, 
Thou bench-whistler, of the old tribe of toe- 
pieces I®) 

If thou dost this, there shall be no more shoe- 
mending ; 

Everyman shall have a special care of his own soai, 
And in his pocket carry his two confessors. 

His lingel,’ and his nawl. If thou dost this- 

Farmer. He’ll dance again, for eertain. 

Bomhy. I cry out on’t 1 

’Twas the fore-running sin brought in those tilt- 
staves 

They brandish ’gainst the church, the devil calls 
May-poles. 

Soto. Take up your horse again, and girth him " 
to ye, 

And girth him handsomely, good neighbour 
Bomby ! 

I spit at hipi ! 

Spit in the horse’ face, cobler ? 

Thou out-of-tune psalm-singing slave I Spit in his 
visnomy? 

Bomby. I spit again ; and thus I rise against him, 
Against this beast, that signified destruction ® 

serious soxvieVf 

Thou bench'-wldstler^ of the old tribe of toe-pieces !] Sotokr 
was the old ternij as it is still in Scotland, for a coblen In the 
latter line Mason very plausibly proposes to read— 

^ His yogeL] Corrected by Sympson.' 

^ destrnctiony 

Fore-ske'ufd i® t)F fails of monarchies,. 

Soto* r tF face of Im.] The t¥ in the second line is- 
e.?idently crept In from the third, and spoils both sense and inea- 
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Fore-shew’d i’ tli’ falls of monarchies. 

Soto, r .tlf face of him r 
Spit such another spit, by this hand, cobier, 
ril make ye set a new piece o’ your nose there. 
Take’t up, I say, and dance without more biddino’ 
And dance as you were wont; you have been ex- 
cellent, 

And art still, but for this new nicety, 

And your wife’s learned lectures : Take up the 
hobby-horse ! 

Come, ’tis a thing thou hast loved with all thy 
heart, Bom by, 

And wouldst do still but for the round-breech’d 
brothers; 

You were not thus i’ th’ morning. Take’t up, I 
say ; ^ 

Do not delay, hut do’t 1 You know I am officer ; 
And 1 know ’tis unfit all these good fellows 
Should wait the cooling- of your zealous porridge. 
Chuse whether you will dance, or have me exe- 
cute: 

I’ll clap your neck i’ th’ stocks, and there Til make 
ye 

Dance a whole day, and dance with these at night 
too. 

You mend old shoes well, mend your old manners 
better; 

And suddenly see you leave off this sincereness. 
This new hot batch, borrow’d from some browif 
baker, 

Some learned brother, or I’ll so bait you for’t* — 

sure,' for ilie third -line completes the second Yerse^ Hiidibras 
took several hints from, this, passage,— 

There is no occasion to alter the, text,., which niea!is«^“ This 
beast which typifies Destruction, and which was fore-showed in 
the falls of the four .monarchies^’ 

^ This new hot hatek^ borrowed from some brow?i balm\ 

Or IHi ^o’bait forH— — ] i do not discard the word haii ; 
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Take it quickly up. 

Bomby. I take my persecution, 

^Takes up the hobby-horse. 
And thus lam forced, a bye vpord to my brethren. 
Soto. Strike up, strike up, strike merrily ! 
Farmer. To it roundly. \A Morris-dance. 

Now to the harvest-feast ; then sport again, boys ! 

{^Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Open Country, 


Enter Silvio, armed, 

Sil. What shall I do ? Live thus unknown, and 
base still, 

Or thrust myself into the head o’ th’ battle ? 

And there, like that I am, a gentleman. 

And one that never fear’d the face of Danger, 
(So in her angry eyes she carried Honour) 

Eight nobly, and (to end my cares) die nobly ? 

Mt, to preserve that playing npon the words here^ which the poet 
seems to have designed, I siispect we ought to read— » 

— or so bak^ 

It is.: scarce worth observing, -that the Brownists are the people 
against whom the satire here was principally levelled.*— 

Sympson^s conjecture has some .ingenuity in it? butjhe text af- 
fords good sense* . 
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SON^G^ llFlthm.j 

Sibio, go on, and raise thy noble mind 

To noble ends ; fling coarse base thoiighis behind! 

Siboio, thou son of ener-living fame. 

Now aim at ’virtue, and a noble i2amc^ 

Sihio, consider, honour is not won, 

Nor virtue reach'd, till some brave Ihing he done. 

Thy country calls thee now, she burns and bleeds 
Now raise thyself, young man, to noble deeds ! ’ 

Into the battle, Sihio ! there seek forth 
Banger, and blood j by them stands sacred IForth. 

^ Sil What heavenly voice is this that follows me ? 
This is the second time ’t has waited on me, 

Since I was arm’d, and ready for the battle’: 

It names me often, steels my heart with courao-e, 
And in a thousand sweet notes comforts me. ’ 

Enter Belvidere, deformed as an old JFoman. 

What beldam’s this ? How old she is, and udv ! ' 
Why does she follow me ? 

Bel. Be not dismay’d, son ; 

I wait upon thee for thy good and honour : 

Twas I that now sung to thee, stirr’d thv mind up 
And raised thy spirits to the pitch of nobleness! ’ ' 
Sil. Though she be old, and of a crooked car- 
case. 

Her voice is like the harmony of angels. 

Bel. Thou art ray darling ; all ray love dwells 
on thee, 

The son of Virtue ! therefore I attend thee. 

Inquire not what I ara ; I come to serve thee j 
lor if thou be’st inquisitive, thou hast lost me. 

A thousand long miles hence ray dwelling is, 
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Deep in a cave, where, but mine own, no foot 
treads ; 

There, by mine art, I found what danger, Silvio, 
And deep distress of heart, thou wert grown into; 
A thousand leagues Ihave cut through empty air, 
Far swifter than the sailing rack^ that gallops 
Upon the wings of angry winds, to seek thee. 
Sometimes o'er a swelling tide, 

On a dolphin’s back I ride ; 

Sometimes pass the earth below, 

And through the unmoved centre go ; 
Sometimes in a flame of fire, 

Like a meteor I aspire ; 

Sometimes in mine own shape, thus, 

When I help the virtuous : 

Men of honourable minds. 

Command my art in all his kinds : 

Pursue the noble thought of war ; 

From thy guard I’ll not be far. 

Get thee worship on thy foe ; 

Lasting fame is gotten so. 

Single Sienna’s Duke alone ; 

Hear thy friends, thy country groan, 

And with thy manly arm strike sure; 

Then thou hast wrought thine own free cure. 
Sil. Some sybil sure, some soul Heaven loves, 
and favours, 

And lends her their free powers to work their 
wonders ! 

How she incites my courage ! 

Bel. Silvio, 

I knew thee many days ago ; 

Foresaw thy love to Belvidere, 

The duchess’ daughter, and her heir ; 

3 Racic.] See a note on The Faithful Shepherdess, vol. ly. p. 
131 . 

VOL. IX. ,? 
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Knew she loved thee, and know what past. 
When you were found i’ th’ castle fast* 

In one another’s arms ; foresaw 
The taking of you, and the law ; 

And so thy innocence I loved, 

The deepest of my skill I pro%"ed : 

Be ruled by me; for, to this hour, 

I have dwelt about thee with my power. 

Sil. I will, and in the course of all observe thee ; 
For thou art sure an angel good sent to me. 

Bel. Get thee gone then to the fight 1 
Longer stay but robs thy right : 

When thou grow’st weary. I’ll be near; 

Then think on beauteous Belvidere 1 
For every precious thought of her 
Will lend thine honour a new spur.'’^ 

When all is done, meet here at night ; 

Go, and be happy in the fight ! [Edf. 

Sil. 1 certainly believe I shall do nobly ; 

And that I’ll bravely reach at too, or die. 

[Exeunt. 

^ ril lend thine homttrJ] The variation proposed by Synipson. 
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SCENE III. 


Florence. A Room in the Mouse of Lopez, 

Claudio with a Wallet ^ and Penurio, 

Clau, Is she so loving still ? 

Pen. She is mad with love, 

As mad as ever unworm’d dog was, signor 
And does so weep, and curse, for your prevention. 
Your crosses in your love — it frets me too ; 

I am fall’n away to nothing, to a spindle, 

Grown a mere man of mat, no soul within me : 
Pox o’ my master ! Sir, will that content you ? 
Clau. This rogue but cozens me, and she ne- 
glects me; [Aside. 

Upon my life, there are some other gamesters. 
Nearer the wind than I, and that prevents me.-— 
Is there no other holds acquaintance with her ? 
(Pr’ythee be true, be honest ; do not mock me ; 
Thou know’st her heart) no former interest 
She has vow’d a favour to, and cannot handsomely 
Go olf, birt by regaining such a friendship ? 

There are a thousand handsome men, young, 
wealthy. 

That will not stick at any rate, nor danger, 

To gain so sweet a prize ; nor can I blame her, 

* As mad as ever unworm'd dog isas, signor.] The vulgar prac- 
tice of worming a dog (that is, cutting a vein under his tongue) to 
prevent his running mad, is not entirely obsolete. 
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If, where. she finds a comfort, she deal cunningly; 
I am a stranger yet. 

Fen. You are all she looks for ; 

And, if there be any other, she neglects all, 

And all for -you : I \rould you saw how grievously 

And with what hourly lamentations 

C'iaii. I know thou flatter’st me ; tell me but 

truth — 

Look here, look well ; the best meat in the duke- 
dom, 

The rarest, and the choicest of all diets ! 

This -will I give thee, but to satisfy me, 

(That is, not to dissemble) this rare lobster. 

This pheasant of the sea, this dish for princes, 
And ail this thou shalt enjoy, eat all thyself ; 
Have good Greek wine, or any thing belongs to’ t, 
A wench, if it desire one. 

Fen. All this, signor ? 

Claic. All, and a greater far than this 

A greater ? 

Clmc. If thou deserve by telling truth. 

Fen. A wench too ? 

Cku. Or any thing ; but if you play the knave 
now, ■ 

The cozening knave, besides the loss of this, 

(In which thou hast parted with a paradise) 

I ne’er will give thee meat more, not a morsel; 
No smell of meat, by my means, shall come near 
thee. 

Nor name of any thing that’s nourishing ; 

But to thy old part, Tantalus, again 

Thou shalt return, and there snap at a shadow! 

Peti. Upon this point, had I intended treason, 
Or any thing might call my life in question. 
Follow’d with all the tortures time could think on, 
(Give me but time to eat this lovely lobster, 

This alderman o’ th’ sea, and give me wine to him) 
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I would reveal all ; and if that all were too little^ 
More than I knew. Bartello holds in with her, 
The captain of the citadel ; but you need not fear 
him, 

His tongue’s the stiffest weapon that he carries. 
He’s old and out of use : There are some other. 
Men young enough, handsome, and bold enough. 
Could they come to make their game once; but 
they want, sir, 

They want the unde guare, they’ve laid by then. 
You only are the man shall knock the nail in-— — 

Enter BAKi-ELLOi 

Bart. How now, Penurio ? 

Pen. Your worship’s fairly met, sir. — 

You shall hear further from me : Steal aside, sir. 
Clau. Remember your master for those chains. 

[Exit.. 

Pen. They kre ready, sir. 

Bart. What young thing’s this ? By his habit 
he’s a merchant; 

I fear he trades my way too.— You dried dog-fish, 
What bait was that ? 

Pen. Who, sir ? the thing went hence now ? 

A notable young whelp 

Bart. To what end, sirrah r 
Pen. Came to buy chains and rings, is to be mar- 
ried ; 

An ass, a coxcomb ! has nothing in his house, sir. 
I warrant, you think he came to see my mistress ? 
Bart. I doubt it shrewdly. 

Pen. Away, away, ’tis foolish ! 

He has not the face to look upon a gentlewoman ; 
A poor skimm’d thing ! his mother’s maids are 
■ fain, sir, 
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To teacli him how to kiss ; and, against he's mar- 
ried, 

To shew him on which side the stirrop stands. 
Bai't. That is a fine youth. 

Fen. Thou wouldst hang thyself, [Aside. 
That thou hadst half his power, thou empty pot- 
gun. 

Bart. Am I come fit, Penurio ? 

Fen. As fit as a fiddle ; 

My master’s now abroad about his business. 

Bart. When thou earnest to me home to-day, I 
half suspected 

My wife was jealous, that she whisper’d to thee. 
Pen. You deserve well the whilst. — There’s no 
such matter ; 

She talk’d about some toys my master must bring 
to her, 

You must not know of. 

Bart, ril take no note, Penurio. 

Fen. No, nor you shall not, till you have it 
soundly. " [Aside. 

This is the bravest capltam pmnpo ! 

But I shall pump you anon, sir. 

Bnter Isabella. 

Isah. Ob, my Bartello ! 

Bart. You pretty rogucj you little rogue, you 
sweet rogue !— • 

Away, Penurio; go and walk i’ th’ Horse-Fair. 
Isab. You do not love me. 

Bart. Thon liest, thou little rascal ! — 

There, sirrah ; to your centry ! [Gives money. 

Pen. How the colt itches ! 

I’ll help you to a curry-comb shall claw you. 

[Exit. 

Isab. And how much dost thou love me? 
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Bart Let's go in quickly ; 

ril tell thee presently, I’ll measure it to ‘thee. 
Isab. No busses first? Sit o’ my knee, my brave 
boy, 

My valiant hoy ! Do not look so fiercely on me ; 

Thou wilt fright me with thy face. Come, buss 
again, chick ! 

Smile in my face, you mad thing 1 
Bart I am mad, indeed, wench ; 

’Precious ! I am all o’ fire. 

Jsab. I’ll warm thee better. 

Bart I’ll warm thee too, or I’ll blow out my 
bellows : 

Ha, you sweet rogue, you loving rogue ! a boy 
now, 

A soldier I will get, shall prove a fellow. 

IJnter JAauENET and Penumo. 

Jag. Mistress, look to yourself; my master’s 
coming ! 

• Bart The devil come and go with him ! 

Ben. The devil’s come indeed ; he brings yous 
wife, sir. ^ 

Jsab. We are undone, undonfidien! 

Bart My wife with him ? 

Why, this is a dismal day. 

Ben. They are hard by too, sir. 

Bart I must not, dare not see her, 

Isab. Nor my husband, 

For twenty thousand pounds 
Bart That I were a cat now, 

Or any thing could run into a bench-hole ! 

Saint Anthony’s fire upon the rogue has brought 
her! 

Where shall I be ? — Just in the nick o’ th’ matter ! 
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Wlien I Ipd her at my mercy ! — Think, for Hea« 
ven’s sake ! 

My wife? Ail the wild furies hell has— — - 
Pen. LTp the chimney ! 

Baj't, They’ll smoke me out there presently. 
Isab. There, there, it must be there, 

We are ail undone else ; it must be up the chimney. 
Bart. Give me a ladder. 

Isab. You must use your art, sir ; 

Alas, we have no ladders, 

Bart. Pox o’ thy husband ! 

Does he never mend his house ? 

Pe7i. No, nor himself neither. 

Up nimbly, sir, up nimbly ! 

Bart. Thou know’st I am fat,. 

Thou merciless lean rogue. 

Pen. Will you be kill’d? 

For if he take you 

Bai't. Lend me thy shoulder. 

[Cmy?,? tip the chimney^ 

Pen. Soft, sir ! 

YAu’!! tread my shoulder-bones into niy sides else. 
Have you fast hold o’ th’ bars ? 

Bart. A vengeance bar ’em ! 

Isab. Patience, good captain, patience ; quickly, 
quickly! ■•c; 

Bart. Do you think I am made of smoke ? 

Pen. Now he talks of smoke, 

What if my master should call for fire ? 

Bart. Will you martyr me ? 

Isab. He must needs have it. 

Bart. Will you make me bacon? 

Isab. We'll do the best we can. — Are all things 
ready? 

Pen. All, all ; I have ’em all. 

Isab. Go let ’em in then.® [Da# Penurio. 

^ Bar. Go let 'an in, .J-c.] The change of the speakers here is 
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Not a word now on your life ! 

Bart. I hang like a meteor. 

Enter Lopez Rodope. 

Lo/iez. You are welcome, lady. • 

Rod. You are too, too courteous; 

But I shall make amends. Fair Isabella 

Isab. Welcome, my worthy friend, most kindly 
welcome ! 

Rod. I hear on’t, and I’ll fit him for his foolery. 
Lopez. Some sweet-meats, wife; some sweet- 
meats presently ! 

Bart. Oh, my sour sauce ! 

Lopez. Away quick, Isabella. [iJ.r/rlsABELEA. 
Did you hear him ? 

Rod. Yes, yes, perfectly; proceed, sir. 

Lopez. Speak loud enough. — Dare you at length 
but pity me ? 

Rod. ’Faith, sir, you have used so many reasons 
to me, 

• And those so powerfully 

'Lopez. Keep this kiss for me. 

Bart. And do I stand and hear this ? 

Rod. This for me, sir. 

This is some comfort now : Alas, my husband-"- 
But why do I think of so poor a fellow, 

So wretched, so debosh’d V 

Bart, That’s I : I am bound to hear it. 

Rod. I dare not lie with him, he is so rank a 
whore-master— — 

from Mr Theobald^s margin# The reader will easily see the net- 
cessity of . 

^ Behosh'd.'l The old way of sjgelling and prononnciDg (kbanck^ 
which the modem editors silently substitute^ 
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Lopez. And that’s a dangerous point. 

Rod. Upon my conscience, sir, 

He would stick a thousand base diseases on me, 
Bart. And now must I say nothing ! 

Lopez. I am sound, lady. 

Rod. That’s it that makes me love you. 

Lopez. Let’s kiss again then 1 
Rod. Do, do ! 

Bart. Do ? the devil 
And the grand pox do with you ! 

Lopez. Do you hear him ? well 

Enter Penurio and Isabella, 

Now, what’s the news with you ? 

Pen. The sound of war, sir, 

Comes still along; The duke will charge the city j 
We have lost, they say. 

Lopez. What shall become of me, then, 

And my poor wealth ? 

Bart. Even bang’d, I hope. 

Rod. Remove your jewels presently and what 
You liave of wealth, into the citadel ; 

There all’s secure. 

Lopez. I humbly thank you, lad}^--" 

Penurio, get me some can climb the chimney. 

For there my jewels are, my best, my richest; 

I hid ’em, fearing such a blow. 

Pew, Most happily 

I have two boys that use to sweep fouled chimnies ; 
Truly I brought ’em, sir, to mock your worship, 
For the great fires you keep, and the full diet 
Lopez. I forgive thee, knave. Where are they?' 
Fen. Here, sir, here. 
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Enter two Bo;ys. 

Monsieur Black, will your small worship mount? 

i Boy. Madam, 6 be com to creep up into your 
chimney, and make you 

Cleane as any lady in de world: Ma litla, litla 
frera, and e. 

Chan ta, fre re, chan ta. [Boy sings. 

Pen. Come, monsieur, mounts, mounts ! mounts 
Monsieur Mustard-pot !® [Bossings. 

1 Boy. Monsieur, h have dis for votra barbaj 
pie ta vou, monsieur. 

Pen. Mounts, monsieur, mounte; dere be some 
fine tings——— 

1 Boy. Me will creep like de ferret, monsieur. 

[Creeps up. 

Pen. Dere in de chimney. 

[The Bop above singing. 

1 Boy. Here be de sheilde due shanson, madam. 

[Boy goes in behind the arras. 

Pen. There’s a bird’s nest ; I would have you 
climb it, monsieur ; 

Up, my fine singing monsieur. That’s a fine mon- 
sieur ! 

Lopez. Watch him, he do not steal. 

Pen. I warrant you, sir. 

Lopez. These boys are knavish. 

Pen. I’ll look to him tithly.® 

Boy. '[JVithm.'] Madam, here be de rat, de rat, 
madam I 

8 Mmiard-pQtJ\ See above, p. 312* Trom tbe present scenes 
it miglit... be inferred that the chimxiey^-sweepers io our authors’" 
days were' generally French ; — ^an inferencej' however^ for which we 
are not, aware of any other ant!io?*ity. ^ 

^ Tithlp,"} i* e. Tightly^ as the latter editions read silently."' 
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.Enter Barteilo, mth the Boy singing on his 
Shoulder. 

Lopez. Lord ! what comes here ? 

A walking apparition ? 

Isab. Saint Christopher ! 

Rod. Mercy o’ me, what is it? 

How like my husband it looks i 
Bart. Get you down, devil; 
ni break your neck else. Was ever man thus 
chimnied r 

Lopez. Go, pay the boys well ; see them satisfied. 
Pen. Come, Monsieur Devils ; come, my black- 
berries ! 

rii butter you o’ both sides. 

Boy. Adieu, madame ! adieu, madame ! 

{^Exeunt Pesurio and Boys. 
Isab. Nay, even look, sir. Are you cool’d now, 
captain ? 

Bart. I am cuckolded, and fool’d to boot too ! 
Fool’d fearfully, fool’d shamefully,, 

Lopez. You are welcome, sir. 

I am glad I have any thing within these doors, sir, 
To make you merry. You love my wife, I thank 
you ; 

You have she w’d your love. 

Bari. Wife, am I this r this odd matter, 

This monstrous thing ? 

Rod. You ought, but yet you are not : 

I have been bold with you, sir, but yet not basely ; 
As I have faith, I have not. 

Lopez. Sir, believe it. 

Twas all meant but to make you feel your tres- 
pass : 

We knew your hour, ancl all this fashion’d for it. 
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Mart. Were you o’ th’ plot too? 

Isab. Yes, by my troth, sweet captain. 

Bart. You will forgife me, wife ? 

Rod. You will deserve it ? 

Bart. Put that to th’ venture. 

Rod. Thus am I friends again then ; 

And, as you ne’er had gone astray, thus kiss you. 
Bart. And I’ll kiss you ; and you, too, ask for- 
giveness. 

Kiss my wife, Lopez ; ’tis but in jest, remember. 
And now, all friends together to my castle. 
Where we’ll all dine, and there discourse these 
stories; 

And let him be chimney- swept, in’s lust that glo- 
ries ! {Exeunt. 


S C E N E I V. 


The Country. 


Enter Silvio Bllvidere, severally. 

Sil, Hail, reverend dame! Heaven wait upon 
thy studies ! 

Bel You are well met, son. What, is the battle 
ended ? 

Sil. Mother, ’tis done. 

Bel How has thy honour prosper’d ? 

Sil. The duchess has the day ; Sienna’s prisoner ; 

Arm’d with thy powerful art, this arm dismounted 
him, i;-: t 
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Received him then on foot, and in fair valour 
Forced him mine own : This jewel I took from him, 
(It hung upon his casque)' the victor’s triumph; 
And to the duchess now a prisoner 
I have rendered him ; come off again unknown, 
mother. 

Bel. ’Tis well done : Let me see the jewel, son! 
Tis a rich one, curious set. 

Fit a prince’s hurgonet.* 

This rich token late was sent 
By the duchess, with intent 
The marriage next day to begin. 

Dost thou know what’s hid within? 

[Opens the Jewel, 

IVipe thine eyes, and then come near ; 

See the beauteous Belvidere ! 

Now behold it. 

Sil. Ob, my saint ! 

Bel. Wear it nobly; do not faint. 

Sil. How blest am I in this rich spoil, this pic- 
ture ! 

For ever will I keep it here, here, mother, 

^ «— — This jewel I took from him^ 

It hung upon kis casque.] This passage confirms Mr Gifford^s 
observation, that our ancestors gave the name ofjexoe! not so 
much to a single stone as to a cluster of them set in order by the 
lapidary/’ In the present instance it contained the picture of Bel» 
videre, which was only seen on touching a spring by which the co*_ 
ver opened, and was worn on. the or IielmeU 

^ .A princesse lurgomi.J Corrected by Sympson. A burgonet 
is alieiiiset, ' So in Hey wood’s Four Prentices of London : 

' W.hi!st you' intend the wails shall my bard horse 
Give a brave onset, shivering all their pikes, 

Armed with their: grieves and maces and broad swords^ 
Proof cuirasses and - o,pm.Iurg(inetsI^ 
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For ever honour it : How oft, how chastely 
Have I embraced the life of this, and kiss’d it! 
Bd. The day draws on that thou must home 
return, 

And make thy answer to the duchess’ question ; 
I know it troubles thee ; for if thou fail in’t — — - 
Sil. Oh, I must die ! 

Bel, Fear not, fear not ; I’ll be nigh ! 

Cast thy trouble on my back ! 

Art nor cunning shall not lack. 

To preserve thee, still tq keep 
What thy envious foemen seek. 

Go boldly home, and let thy mind 
No distrustful crosses find ! 

All shall happen for the best ; 

Souls walk through sorrows that are blest. 
Sil. Then I go confident. 

Bd. But first, my son, 

A thankful service must be done : 

The good old woman for her pain. 

When every thing stands fair again, 

Must ask a poor boon, and that granting, 
There’s nothing to thy journey wanting. 

Sil. Except the trial of my soul to mischief, 
And, as I am a knight, and love mine honour, 

I grant it, whatsoever 

Bel. Thy pure soul 

Shall never sink for me, nor howl. 

Sil. Then any thing. 

Bel. When I shall ask, remember ! 

Sil. If I forget. Heaven’s goodness forget mel 
Bd. On thy journey then awhile ! 

To the next cross-way and stile 
I’ll conduct thee ; keep thee true, 

To thy mistress and thy vow, 
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And, let all tbeir envies fail ! 

Ill be with thee, and quench all. [Exeunt, 


■ m 

ACT V. SCENE L 

p «. 

Florence, A Room in the Palace, 


Enter Duchess, Duke of Sienka prisoner, and 
Lords, 

Duke, Lady, the stubborn war’s more mild than 
you are. 

That allows ransom, and, the prisoner taken 

Duck. We must not be too hasty : Remember, 
sir, 

The wrong and violence you have offer’d us ; 
Burnt up our frontier towns, made prey beforeyou 
Both of our beasts and corn ; slain our dear sub- 
jects ; 

Open’d the fountain eyes of thousand widows, 
That daily fling their curses on your fury: 

What ordinary satisfaction can salve this? 

What hasty- thought-on ransom give a remedy? 
You must excuse us yet ; well take more counsel : 
In the mean time, not as a prisoner, 

But as a noble prince, ..we entertain you. 

Duke. l am at your mercy, lady ; ’tis my fortune, 
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My stubborn fate ! the day is yours, you have me ; 
The valour of one single man has cross’d me, 

niy hope ; for when the battles 
VFei e at the hottest game of all their furies, 

LMkI conquest ready then to crown me victor) 
/An ^ broke in, one sword, one virtue, 
^nd by Ip great example thousands follow’d) 
Ulv how I shame to think on’t ! how it shakes me ! 
Ap cpld our strongest head then stop his furv. 
;Kut, like a tempest, boffe the held before him, “ ' 
Pill he arrived at me; Math me he buckled; 

® i atlength his violence 

vtT saddle, then on foot pursued me, 
Ihere triumph d once again, then took me pri- 
soner; 

W^n I wp gone, a fear possess’d my people. 

One single arm, in a just cause, Heaven 

j3rospers.— 

Ts np this stranger-knight as yet discover’d, 

virtue a due honour? 

l^rd. Kot yet, that wc hear, madam ; but to 

toat purpose 

Two days ago we publish’d proclamations. 


Ejiter Soto mth a Trumpet, and Sieyio. 

Oh, dainty Duchess, here I bring that 
knight ■ ° 


Soto. 


Sefore thy fragrant face, that warlike wight, 
He that Sienna’s duke, and all his louts, 

^eat (as the proverb seemly says) to clouts; 
He that unhorsed the man of fame to boot, 
bootless taught his grace to walk a-fo'ot ■ 
He that pur writings, pack’d to every pillar, 

1 romised promotion to, and store of siller; ' 
lhat very man I set before thy grace. 

And once again pronounce, this man it vva®. 

VOL. IX. £ A 
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DucIl a pretty foolish squire ! what must the 
knight be ? 

Duke. Some juggler, or some madman. 

SiL I was not so, 

When thy faint troops in flocks 1 !)eat before me; 
When, through the thickest of thy warlike horse!^ 
I shot myself even to thy standard, Duke, 

And there found thee, there singled thee, there 
shew’d thee 

The temper of my sword. * Tis true, thou stood’st 
me. 

And, like a noble soldier, bidst me welcome ; 

And this I’ll say, more honour in that arm 
I found and tried, than all thy army carried ; 
What follows, thy imprisonment can tell thee. 

Duke. His fair relation carries truth and virtue; 
And by those arms I see, (for such were his, 

So old, so rusty) this may be he that forced me. 
SiL Do you know this jewel ? from your casque 
I rent it, 

Even as I closed, and forced you from your saddle ; 
Do you now remember me ? 

Duke. This is the valour, 

Madam; for certain he ; it must belie ; 

That day I wore this jewel : You remember it? 
Duck. Yes, very well: Not long before, Isentit 
Duke. That day I lost this jewel, in fighti lostit; 
I felt his strokes; and felt him take it from me; 

I wore it in my casque. Take it again, sir ; 

You won it nobly, ’tis the prize of honour. 

Soto. My father and myself are made for ever ! 
Duck. Kneel down, brave sir. Thus, my knight 
first I raise you ; — 

Gird on a sword — next, general of my' army ; — 
Give him a staff — last, one in counsel near me. 
Now, make us happy Vith your sight. — How I 
Silvio ? [Silvio discovers himself. 
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Have I on thee bestow’d this love, this honour ? 
The treasons thou hast wrought set off with fa- 

. volirs? 

Unarm him presently !— Oh, thou foul traitor. 
Traitor to me, mine honour, and my country, 
Thou kindler of these wars — — [Tfiet/ seize him, 
Sil. Mistake not, madam ! 

Duch. Away with him to prison, 

See him safe kept.— The law shall shortly, sirrah, 
Eind fitter titles for you than I gave you. 

Soto. This is the youth that kill’d me ; I’ll be 
quit with him. 

What a blind rogue was I, I could never know 
him ! 

An’t please your grace, I claim the benefit 
Of the proclamation that proclaim’d him traitor ; 
I brought him in. 

Dudt. Thou shalt have thy reward for’t. 

Soto. Let him be hang’d or drown’d then. 
Duch. Away with him ! 

Sil. Madam, I crave your promise first ; you 
are tied to it, 

You have pass’d your princely word. 

Duch. Prove it, and take it. 

Sil. This is the day appointed, 

Appointed by your grace, for my appearance, 

To answer to the question. 

Duch. I remember it, 

• Sil. I claim it then. 

Duch. If you perform it not, 

The penalty you claim too. 

Sil. I not repent it, 

• If I absolve the words— — -• 

Duch. YouiTife is free then. 

You have drawn a speedy course, above my wishes, 
To my revenge : Be sure you hit it right. 
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Or ril be sure you shall not ’scape the danger. 

Sil. My rest is up nowj madam. ^ 

DucJi. Then play it cunningly. 

Sil. Now, where’s the hag ? where now are all 
her promises 

She would be with me, strengthen me. inform me r 
My death will now be double death, ridiculous. 
She was wont still to be near, to feel my miseries, 
And with her art — I see her no wliere now ! 

What have I undertaken r Now she fails me ; 

No comfort now I find ; how my soul staggers ! 
Till this hour never fear nor doubt possess’d me: 
She cannot come, she will not come, sliehas fool’d 
me, 

Sure she’s the devil, has drawn me on to ruin, 
And now to death bequeaths me in my danger ! 
Duke. He stands distracted, and his colour 
changes. 

Duck. I have given him that will make his blood 
forsake him, 

Shortly liis life. 

Duke. His hands and contemplation 

Jfjf rest is up.] From the c,luchess’.s this appears to be 

a pisrase used at some kind, of game. So in Churchyard's Chal- 
lenge, p. {)2 : — On which resoUiiion the bmildier seis lip k's mf, 
and commonly hazards the winning or luosiog of as great a thing 
as life may be worth/' kc. Agaiuj p, ! lojr 

Spoyle brings home plagues to wife and children bothj 
When husband hath at play.sc^. up kis — iltcd. 

The phrase is of double import,, and both meanings may be ah 
luded to, .It applied sometimes to the rest of an ancient liras- 
quet, which was fixed in the ground, and on which tlie inosqueteer, 
or arquebusier, leaned Ids piece during the action. This was pro- , 
bably' the original meaning of the phrase ; but it afterwards waas 
used in the sense of ** My stake is laid/'' at priinero and other 
games. Both meanings have been already fully explained ; the for- 
mer, voh ll» p, 185, and the iarter,« voU Vh p* 1274. 
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Have motion still ; the rest is earth already. 
Duck. Come, will you speak, or pray?"” Your 
time grows out, sir.— 

How every where he looks ! He’s at last cast. 

Enter Belvidere, disguised, who secretly gives him 
a Paper, and exit. 

Duke. His colour comes again fresh. 

Duck. ’Tis a flash, sir, 

Before the flame burns out. — -Canyon yet answer? 
Sil. Yes, madam, now I can. 

Duck. I fear you’ll fail in’t. 

Sil. And do not think my silence a presage, 

Or omen to my end ; you shall not find it ; 

I am bred a soldier, not an orator. 

Madam, peruse this scroll ; let that speak for me, 
And, as you are royal, wrong not the construc- 
tion ! 

Duck. By Heaven, you shall have fair play! 

Sil I shall look for’t. [Reads. 

QUESTION. 

Tell me what is that only thing, 

For which all women bng ; 

Yet having what they most desire, 

To have it does them wrong ? 

ANSWER. 

'Tis not to be chaste, nor fair, 

( Such gifts malice may impair) 

Richly trimvidfto walk or ride, 

Or to wanton unespied ; 

<> Ricklj/ trimm’d.] i. e. Richly dress’cf.—Ed. 1778, See p. 326 

of: this volume* ^ '.V;:-' 
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To .presen'e an honest name, 

And so to give it up to fame; 

These are toys, hi, good or iU, 

They desire to have their will : 

Yet, when they have it, they abuse it, 

For they know not how to use it. 

Duch. You have answer’d right, and gain’d your 
life ; I give it. 

SiL Oh, happy hag ! — But, my most gracious 
madam, 

Your promise tied a nobler favour to me. 

Duck. ’Tis true ; my daughter too. 

Sil I hope you’ll keep it. 

Diich. ’Tis not in my power now ; she is long 
since wander’d, 

StoFn from the court and me ; and what I have not 
I cannot give. No man can tell me of her, 

Nor no search find her out ; and if not Silvio, 

Which strongly I believe 

Sil. Mock me not, lady ! 

For, as I am a servant to her virtue, 

Since my first hour of exile, I ne’er saw her i 
Lord. That she is gone, ’tis too, too true, and 
lamentable : 

Our last hope was in you. 

Sil. What do I hear then, 

And wherefore have I life bestow’d and honour? 
To what end clo I walk, for men to wonder at, 
And fight, and fool ? Pray you take your honours 
from me, 

(My sorrows are not fit companions for ’em) 

And, when you please, my life. — Art thou gone, 
mistress? 

And wander’st Heaven knows where ? This vow 
I make thee, 

That till I' find thee out, and see those fair eyes, 
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Those eyes that shed their lights and life into mCj 
Never to know a friend, to seek a kindred, 

To rest where pleasure dwells, and painted glory ; 
But through the world, the wide world, thus to 
wander, 

The wretched world, alone, no comfort with me ; 
But the mere meditations of thy goodness ! 
Honour and greatness, thus adieu 1 

Enter Belvideee, disguised as before. 

Bel Stay, Silvio! 

And, lady, sit again! I come for justice. 

SiL What would she now ? 

Bel. To claim thy promise, Silvio | 

The boon thou swor’st to give me. 

Duke. What may this be ? 

A w'oman or a devil ? 

Duck. ’Tis a witch, sure ; 

And by her means he came to untwist this riddle. 
Sil. That I am bound to her for my life, mine 
honour, 

And many other thousand ways for comfort, 

I here confess ; confess a promise too, 

That what she would ask me to requite these fa- 
vours. 

Within the endeavour of my life to grant, 

I would ; and here I stand, my word’s full master. 
Bel. I wish no more ! — Great lady, witness with 
me: 

The boon I crave for all ray service to thee. 

Is now to be thy wife, to* grant me marriage. 

Sil How! for to marry thee.? Ask again, wo- 
man 

Thou wilful woman, ask again ! 

Bel. No more, sir, 

Sil Ask land, and life 1 
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'Bel, I ask tliee, for a husband. 

Soto. Marry her, and beat her into gunpowder ; 
She would make rare crackers. 

SiL x\sk a better fortune ; 

Thou art too old to marry ; I a soldier, 

And alu'ays married to ray sword. 

BcL Thy word, fool ! 

Break that, and Fll break all thy fortunes yet ! 
Dicch. He shall not ; 

1 am witness to his faith, and I'll compel it 
Duke. ’Tis fit you hold your word, sir. 

SiL Oh, most wretched ! 

Duck. This was a fortune now beyond ray wishes ; 
For now my daughter’s free, if e’er I find her, 
Duke. But not from me. 

Duck. You are sharer in this happiness. 
TvJyself will wait upon this marriage, 

And do the old woman all the honour possible. 
Dtike. VW lead the knight ; and what there wants 
in dalliance, ' 

We’ll take it out in drink. 

SiL Oh, wretched Sihdo ! [E.reiau. 


SCENE IL 


A Room in the House of Lopez. 

Enter Lopez and Isabella. 

Lopez. Hast thou sent for him ? 

Isab. Yes. ' 

.Lopez. A young man, say’st thou ? 
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Isab. Yes, very young, and very amorous. 
Lopez. And handsome ? 

Isab. As the town affords. 

Lopez. And dar’st thou 
Be so far good, and mistress of thine honours 
To slight these ? 

Isab. For my husband’s sake, to curse ’em : 

And, since you have made me mistress of my for- 
tune. 

Never to point at any joy, but husband, 

I could have cozen’d you ; but so much I love you, 
And now so much I weigh the estimation 

Of an unspotted wife- 

Lopez. I dare believe thee ; 

And never more shall doubt torment my spirit. 

Enter Penurio, drunk. 

Isab. How now, Penurio ? 

Pen. The thing is coming, mistress, 
iope*. ril take my standing. [Ezit. 

■ Pere. Do, and I’ll take mine. 

Isab. Where didst thou leave him ? 

Pen. I left him in a cellar. 

Where he has paid me tightly, paid me home, 
mistress; 

We had an hundred and fifty healths to you, sweet 
mistress, 

‘ And threescore and ten damnations to my masterc 
Mistress, shall I speak a foolish word to you ? 

Isab. What’s that, Penurio?— 

The fellow’s drunk. 

Pen. I would fain know your body. 

Isab. How’s that? how’s that, pr’ytheer 
Pen. I would know it parnally ; 

I wmuld conglutinate. 

The reason, sirrah ? . ■ 
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P«2. Lobster, sweet mistress, lobster ! 

I.mb. Thy master hears. 

Pe;?. Lobster, sweet master, lobster ! 
hab. Thourt the most precious rogue. 

Enter Claudio. 

Pen. Most precious lobster ! 

Isab. Do you see who’s here? Go sleep, you 
drunken rascal ! 

Pen. Remember you refuse me, arm’d in lob- 
ster ! . {EEt. 

Isab. Oh, my lost Rugio ! welcome, welcome, 
\velcome ! 

A thousand welcomes here I’ll seal. 

Clan. Pray you stay, lady : 

Do you love me ever at this rate ? or is the fit now, 
Ry reason of some wrong done by your husband, 
More fervent on you ? 

Isab. Can I chuse but love thee? 

Thou art my martyr ; thou bast suffered for me, 
My sweet, sweet Rugio ! 

Clan. Do you do this seriously? 

Tis true, I would be entertain’d thus. 

/i'aA These are nothing, 

No kisses, no embraces, no endearments, 

To those 

Clau, Do what you will. 

Isab. Those that shall follow, 

Those I will crown our love withal. Why sigh you? 
Why look you sad, my dear one ? 

Clau. Nay, ’faith, nothing; 

But methinks so sweet a beauty as yours shews 
to me. 

And such an innocence, as you may make it, 
Should hold a longer siege. 

Isab. Ha ! you speak truth, sir. . 
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Ciau> I would not have it so. ^ 

Isab. And now methiiiks, 

Now I consider truly what becomes me, 

I have been cozen’d, fearfully abused, 

My reason blinded 

Clau. Nay, I did but jest with you. 

Isab. I’ll take you at your word, and thank you 
fort, sir ; 

And now, I see no sweetness in that person, 
Nothing to stir me to abuse a husband. 

To ruin my fair fame 

Cteo Good Isabella ! 

Isab. No handsome man, no any thing to dote on ; 
No face, no tongue to catch me ; poor at all points, 
And I an ass ! 

Clau. Why do you wrong me, lady ? 

If I were thus, and had no youth upon me ; 

My service of so mean a way to win you ; 

(Which you yourself are conscious must deserve 
you, 

If you had thrice the beauty you possess, must 
reach you) 

If in my tongue your fame lay wreck’d, and ruin’d 
With every cup I drink ; if in opinion ^ ’ 

I were a lost, defamed man — But this is common. 
Where we love most, where most we stake our 
fortunes, 

There least and basest we’re rewarded ! Fare 
^you well ! 

Know now, I hate you too as much, contemn you, 

And weigh my credit at as high a value 

Isab. May be I did but jest. 

^ 0'pinwnJ\ i. e* Reputation, . So in Middieton^s A Mad World; 
;iiy Masters : — • ^ ■ ■ o'- ■' 

Wlio' gets.'' the of a virtuons name^ ' _ ' 

, Blay sin at pteasii,re'^ and ne'er think of 
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Clau. '^'ou are a woman ; 

And now I see your wants, and mine own follies 
And task myself with indiscretioHj 
For doting on a face so poor ! 

itffA you so, sir? ^ _ [Aside. 

T must not lose iny end. — I did but jest with you 
Only fool’d thus to try your faith : iWy Ilugio, 
Do you think 1 could forget ? 

Clau. Nay, ’tis no matter. 

Isab. Is’t possible I should forsake a constancy, 
So .strong, so good, so sweet ' 

Clau. A subtle woman I 

Isab. You shall forgive me ; ’twas a trick to try 
you: 

And, were I sure you loved me 

Clau. Do you doubt now ? 

Isab. i do not doubt ; but lie that would pro- 
fess this, 

And bear that full affection you make show of, 

Should do 

Clau. What should I do ? 

Isab, I cannot shew you. 

Ckm. [Jpai'l.'] ril try thee, danmed'stdevill— 
Hark ye, lady: ! 

No man shall dare do more, no service top me ; 
I’ll marry you. 

Isab. How, sir f 

Clau. Your husband’s sentenced, 

And he shall die- — ~ 

Isab. Die ? 

Clau. Die for ever to you ; 

The danger is mine own. 

Isab. Die, did you tell me ? 

Clau. He shall die; 1 have cast the wa}’. 

Isab. Oh, foul man, ,, 

Malicious, bloody man ! 
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Enter Lopez. 

Lopez. When shall he die, sir? 

By whom, and how 
Clau. Hast thou betray’d me, woman ? 

Isab. Baseman, thou wouldst have ruin’d me 
rny name too, ’ 

And, like a toad, poison’d my virtuous memory! 
iurther than all this, dost thou see this friend here, 
pis only friend ?~Shame take thy lust and thee. 
And shake thy soul ! — His life, the life I love thus, 
My hte in him, my only life, thou aim’st at i 
Clau. Am I catch’d thus ? 

Lopez. Tht law shall catch you better. 

Isab. You make a trade of betraying women’s 
honours, 

pd think it noble in you to be lustful ! 

Report of me hereafter 

Clau. Fool’d thus finely ? 

Xoyiex. I must entreat you walk, sir, to the -jus- 
tice ; . 

Where, if he’ll bid you kill me— 

ChzM. Pray stay a while, sir ; 

I must use a player’s shift— [77^roa;^ of Jus dis- 
guise.]— Do you know me now, ladv? 

Lopez, ’i our brother Claudio, sure ! 

, Isab. Oh me, ’tis he, sir ! — 

•Oh, my best brother ! 

Clan. My best sister now too ! f 

pave tried you, found you so ; and now I love vou- 
Love you so truly, nobly— ■ 

• popes:. Sir, I thank you ; 

1 ou have made me a most happy man. 

Clau, Thank her, sir; 

pd from this hour presefVe jhat happiness ; 

Be no more fool’d with jealousy ! 
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Lopc:^,\ I have lost it ; 

And take me now, new-born again, new-natured ! 

Isab. I do ; and to that promise tie this faith, 
Never to have a false thought tempt my virtue. 
Lopez. Enough, enough ! I must desire your 
presence ; 

My cousin Rodope has sent in all haste for us : 

I am sure you will be welcome. 

Clem. Ml wait on you. 

Lopez. What the project is- 

Isab. We shall know when we are there, sir. 

[E.veuni. 


SCENE IIL 


A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duchess, Sienna, Lords, and Silvio. 

Duch. Joy to you, Silvio, and your young fair 
bride ! 

You have stol’n a day upon us ; you cannot woo, 
sir ! 

Sil. The joys of hell hang over me : Oh, mis- 
chief! 

To what a fortune has the devil driven me ! 

Am I reserved for this 
Duke. Beshrew me, sir, 

But you have gotten you a right fair bedfellow j 
Let you alone to chuse ! 

Sil. I beseech your grace- 

Tis misery enough to have met the devil, 

Not men’s reproaches too. 
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Duke. How old is she ? 

Duck. A very girl ; Iict eye delivers it. 

Duke. Her teeth .are scarce come yet. 

Lord. What goodly children 
Will they two have now ! She is rarely made to 
breed on; 

What a sweet-timber’d body ! 

Duck. Knotty i’ th’ back ; 

But will hold out the stronger. What a nose ! 

Duke. Ay, marry, such a nose, so rarely mounted ! 
Upon my conscience, ’twas the part he doted on. 
Duck. And that fine little eye to it, like an ele- 
phant’s ! 

Lord. Yes, if her feet were round,' and her ears 
sachels 

Duke. For any thing we know 

Si/. Have ye no mercy ? 

No pity in your bloods, to use a wretch thus r 
You princes, in whose hearts the best compassions, 
Nearest to those in Heaven, should find fit places. 
Why do you mock at misery ? fling scorns and 
baseness 

Upon his broken back, that sinks with sorrows ? 
Heaven may reward you too and an hour come, 
When all your great designs shall shew ridiculous. 
And your hearts pinch’d like mine— 

Duck, Fy, sir! so angry 
Upon your wedding-day ? go smug yourself; 
•The maid "will come anon. What music’s this ? 

\_Music in divers places, 

Duke, I warrant you some noble preparation. 
Duck, Let’s take our places then. 

- Sil. More of these devil’s dumps ? 

Must I be ever haunted with these witchcrafts ? 


WOMEN PLEASED. 


[Act V. 


3S4 

\ 

-Enter iti'o I* reseniers ; -^then a 3Issqucrade of se- 
veral -shapes, and dances ; among the Alasqaers 

Bahtello, Lopez, Claudio, Isabella, Ro- 

LH)!>E, Soto, Pen UR io, «a’^/.JaquenetA 

1 Piw Room, room for merry spirits, room ; 

! rither on command we come ; 

I’rom the good old beldam sent, 

Cares and sorrows to prevent. 

2 Pre. Look up, Silvio, smile, and sing : 

After winter comes a spring. 

1 Prc. Fear not, faint fool, what may follow 
Eyes, that now are sunk and hollow. 

By her art may quick return 
To their flames again, and burn. 

2 Pre. Art commands all youth and blood ; 
Strength and beauty it makes good. 

1 Pre. Fear not then, despair not, sing, 

Hound about as we do spring; 

Cares and sorrows cast away ! 

This is the old wife’s I’.oliday.® 

\J)ance here, then enter B's-t-VintUB in her propn 
figure, and disperses the viasaiiers. 

Duch. 'Who’s this? 

Duke. The shape of Belvidere 1 

Bel. Now, Silvio, 

s Enter a fpasquerade of several shapes^ and dances ; after uklc/c 
enter Bctcidere find disperses them ; before the masquers enter ixco 
presenters, amtmg wMch,^ &c.] This is a most confused stage tlirec« 
tioii, 'Pile latter part was rectilied by the last editors ; but the 
further alteration in the text is necessary, as it is ridiculous to sup- 
pose that the masqiiersj immediately after their eiitrancej sliould 
be dibpersed by lielvidere.p then return and sing and dance over 
again^ aiu! iinallyy that Belvidere should again dismiss thenu 

^ This is the old wife^s hoUdapfl Mason proposes to read— “ the 
old xviva* holiday;” but the disguised Belvidere secuis to be singly 
alluded to. 
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How dost thou like me aow? 

SiL Thus I kneel to thee. 

Bel. Stand up, and come no nearer; mark me 
well too ; ' 

For if thou troublest me, I vanish instantly ; 

Now chuse wisely, or chuse never, 

One thou must enjoy for ever ! 

Dost thou love me thus ? 

Sil. Most dearly. 

Bel. Take heed, fool ! it concerns thee nearly. 

If thou wilt have me young and bright, 
Pleasing to thine eye and sight, 

Courtly, and admired of all, 

Take heed, lest thy fame do fall ! 

I shall then be full of scorn, 

Wanton, proud, (beware the horn !) 

Hating what I loved before, 

Flattery apt to fall before, 

All consuming, nothing getting ; 

Thus thy fair name comes to setting 5 
But if old, and free from these, 

Thou shalt chuse me, I shall please ; 

I shall then maintain thee still. 

With my virtue and my skill. 

Still increase and build thy name ; 

Chuse now, Silvio! here I am. 

Sit. I know not what to say, which way to turn 
me ; 

’ Into thy sovereign will I put ray answer. 

Bel. 1 thank you, sir, and my Will thus rewards 

Take your old love, your best, your dearest, Silvio ! 
‘No more spells now, nor further shapes to alter me ; 
I am thy Belvider'e indeed.—Dear mother, 

There is no altering this, Heaven’s hand is with it, 
And now you ought to give me ; he has fairly wop 
me. 
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WOMEN PLEASED. 


[Act V. 


I 

Sil Bat why that hag? 

Bel. In that shape mok secure still, 

I follow’d ail your fortunes, served, and counseU’d 
you. 

I met you at the farmer’s first, a country wench ; 

Where, fearing to be known, I took that habit. 

And, to make you laughing-sport at this mad 
marriage, 

By secret aid of my friend Rodope, 

We got this masque. 

Sii. And I am sure I have you? 

Bel. Eor ever now, for ever. 

Duch. You see it must be ; 

The wheel of Destiny hath turn’d it round so. 

Duke. It must, it is; and curs’d be he that 
breaks it ! 

Duch. I’ll put a choice to you, sir : You are my 
prisoner- 

Duke. I am so, and I must be so, till it please 
you- — 

Duch. Chuse one of these; either to pay a ran- 
som 

At what rate I shall set it, (which shall be high 
enough) 

And so return a free-riian, and a bachelor; 

Or give me leave to give you a fit wife, 

In honour every way your grace’s equal, 

And so your ransom’s paid. 

Duke. . You say most nobly ! 

Silvio’s example’s mine; pray chuse you for me. 

Duch. I thank: you, sir ! I have got the mast’ry 
too ; 

And here I give your grace a husband’s freedom : - 

Give me your hand, my husband ! 

Duke. You much honour me ; 

And I shall ever serve you for this favour. 

Bart. ‘Come, Lopez, let us give our wives the 
Breeches too ? 
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For they will have ’em. ^ 

Lopez. Whilst they rule with virtue, 

I’ll give ’em, skin and all. 

Isah. We’ll scratch it off else. 

Sil. [Turning to Claudio.] I am glad you live ; 
more glad you live to honour ; 

And from this hour a stronger love dwell with us I 

Pray you take your man again. 

Chu. He knows my house, sir. 

Duck. ’Tis sin to keep you longer from your 
loves: 

We’ll lead the way. And you, young men, that 
know not 

How to preserve a wife, and keep her fair, 

Give ’em their sovereign wills, and pleased they 
are. [Exeunt. 
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FAIR MAID OF THE INN. 


This Tragifcomedy was licensed by Sir Henry Herbert j for 
Blackfriars' theatre, and first acted January 22, l625-d, being the 
sole production of Fletcher, and one of the last dramas he pro- 
duced. Though in many respects a very amusing play, it seems to 
have been laid aside for a very long period. The plot, though 
perhaps not sufficiently probable, is very interesting ; while the 
beauty of the versification, and the eloquence of some passages, 
are entitled to the highest praise. The characters also are drawn 
with considerable precision, and their peculiar passions exhibited 
with nature and ease. The two old naval heroes are excellent 
specimens of sailor-like roughness and boisterous honesty ; and 
Cesario presents an admirable model of an honourable gallant of 
the times. Clarissa and Bianca are of that numerous class of 
female characters which Fletcher succeeds so remarkably in de- 
lineating. The scenes among the lower classes in the inn, prove 
that our poet’s humour did not forsake him to the end. The juggler 
Forobosco is probably a portrait of some notorious cheat, who 
gulled the metropolis at the time, probably of the well-known 
Doctor Lambe. That character, and his clown, certainly remind 
us of some scenes in Ben Jonson’s comedy of The Pox ; but though 
they are not so inimitably finished as Volpone and Mosca, the 
imitation (if it can be called so), is done with a masterly hand. 
The faults in the present play lie chiefly in the plot. Mariana- s 
disavowal of her son seems to be very injudiciously introduced. 
She explains the reason to have been, to prevent his falling by the 
hands of Baptista and Mentivole, whom he had insulted ; but that 
.danger was surely as much to be apprehended wdiether his enemies 
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.'cnia-r. ed inni to be tlie son of Alberto or of his falconer* It k 
probable that Fletcher, Imping been pleased with the story from 
rausiiu which will be given imoiediately^ determined to makt' use 
of it on the* stage, and having set about writing the preseni: tragi- 
comedy: !ie cbose to interweave it with the other tale, upon whichi 
he tbuodecl the princifial part of the plot. 

Langixiine iias observed* that Mariana's disowning Cesario, her 
SOI), was tMkeii li’om .a story in Causin's Holy introduced 

frein thence b\ Waoleydnio his Woiulers of the Little World, or 
A (bfoeral Id istory of '.Many where it occurs in book HI. cln 26 * 
The story is iJms given by Wanley A iioman lady, left a widow 
by the death of her husband, liad a &on, born of fins marria^i^e, 
secretly sUden front her, and in servitude bred op in aiouher pro- 
vince ; where, being grown up to a young man, he had notke that 
he was the son of a lady in Rome, and was told the place of her 
abode, which caused him to go-' to Rome, with a purpose to make 
iiiiuhcdf known to her, which he did in evident tokens, so that ihe 
iiiolher received him in her house with tears for the re- 

covery of her loss. She was at this time betrothed to a man who 
often promised her marnage, yet never accoraplisiied itygind this 
lover was then absent, detained by urgent alhdrsj from Rcunc. At 
the end of thirty clays he returned, and finding this new guest iii 
her house, demanded who he was f . She iVeety answered,' he was 
her son ; but he plainly told her, that ii\^shc sent not away this 
fount! child from her lodging, she should never have any share in 
hh aiection. The unhappy weman, surprised with love, 'to serve 
his passnni renounced her own child, and banis!u.Hi bun !rom lier 
LiO'iise. ’'.riie young man hastened to require justice of King llieo* 
deric. Tlie king sent for the lady, who stoutly denied ail the pre- 
tensions of the young man, saying he was an uugraieful jm|.iostor, 
who, no't content in having received cbarity’io tier iioiise, would 
needs challenge the inheritance of a child*, 'Fhe son, on the other 
side, gave assurance she had acknowledge^, idm for her own,. and 
in a very lively inarmer represented all the proofs which passion 
and interest put into his moutiu The king sounded ail passages to 
enter into the heart of the lady? and asked her whether she yvas not 
resolved to marry again ? She answered, that if she met with a 
man suitable to her, she would do what God should inspire her* 
The king replied, ‘ Behold him here ; since you hive lodged tiiis 
guest thirty days in your house, and have acknowledged him so 
freely, what Is the cause you may not marry him F She answered, 
that he bad not any estate, and that siie was worth a thousaiul 
crowns, (which was great riches in those times)* ^ Well/ said 
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TlieoderiCj I will give tliis young man as mucli for his marriage^ 
on this condition^ that you shall juanyliim/ She, much amazed^ 
began to look palej, Mush, and tremble, seeking to excuse herself^ 
but faulterin^g in her speech. The king, to affright her more, swore 
deeply she should marry him, or tell the lawful cause of her im- 
pediment. , The; poor woman, condemned, by the voice of nature, 
which cried in her heart, and having horror of the crime proposed 
to her, cast lierself at the king's feet, with tears confessing her dis- 
simuiation and misfortunes, ‘ Then/ said the king, * are not you 
a miserable woman, to renounce your own blood for a villain who 
hath deceived you ? Get you to youn house, forsake those fond 
affections, and live in the condition of a good widow, taking unto 
yoir such support from your son, as he by nature ought to afford 
you” ,.,,' _ ' , _ / ' ' ^ ■ 

The’origin of the principal part of the-^plot, which Langbaioe has 
overlooked, is one of the twelve Novelas Exemplares of Cervantes, 
entitled La lUusire Fregona* In this instance Fletcher has not 
kept so closely to Cervantes as be has done in the Chances and 
Love's. Pilgrimage, ao’d it is to be lamented that’ he did not, as 
raaoy of the most romantic incidents in the novel are not taken 
advantage of in the play. The following is a mere outline of the 
5ftory_ of Cervantes : — In Burgos' dwelt two noble knights. Dob 
Diego.de Carriazo, ..and Don Juan de Avendano. The former had 
a son of his own name, and the latter one named Don Tomas^ 
Young Carriazo, at the age of thirteen, showed a wandering dis- 
position, and left the house of his father, living among thieves, and 
the lowest orders of society. After three years, he resolved to visit 
’ his parents, by whom he w^as received with great joy. -Ills affec- 
tions remained however with his thieving companions ; and his 
friend Don Tomas de Avendano, perceiving his melancholy, ex- 
torted the secret -from him, and consented to accompany him for 
one summer. ‘"They asked their parents to allow them to study at 
Salamanca, which was readily granted, and every thing necessary 
provided. At Valladolid the tutor was conveniently sent on be- 
fore ; and soon after the only remaining servant was dispatched 
with a letter to him. In Madrid they changed their attire, arrayed 
theiiiseives completely a lo.picaro.^ and took .the road to Toledo. 
The tutor, having received the letter, in which they declared their 
intention to proceed to the wars in Flanders, immediately returned 
to their parents* At the gate of Toledo the. truants overheard two 
► boys speaking of an. inn kept by a man .xff. Seville, and rapturously 
extolling the beauty^ of Costanza, a maid in the house. This bred 
an unconquerable desire in Avendano to behold her. Ihey soon 
found out the inn, and under the pretence of being servants of 
gentlemen of Burgos, expected there, -they obtained admittance^ 
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Tiie brixiity o! Costanza liad siicli an effect upon Avendano^ iliaf 
lie resolved to remain some' days, notwilbstancling the importunities 
of Carriazo, who was impatient to join his company of. thieves* 
III the night they were awaked by the sound of music and a song 
under the window, an{i found, by the conversation of the l)y» 
standers, that the son of the corregidor was serenading CostanzEj, 
of whom he was violenti}?' enamoured, fn the morning Avendano 
was taken into the service of the hosC to keep the accounts of hay 
and corn, and Carriazo, was employed io bringing water from, the 
well. On one of these occasi'ons, his ass coming in contact witli, 
that of .another ivater-carrier, a quarrel ensued,, which ended in 
Carriazo's btdng dreadfully wounded and taken to prison, from 
wiiich ke was at last liberated by the gold of his coiiipanioii, and 
at the iiUercession of the host. For a long time Avendano found 
no opportunity of declarin.g his passion to Costanza, but at last 
jneeting her with her head bound up, and finding that she was tor- 
mented with the tooth-ache, he promised to give .her a charm 
against, it, exacting a promise fro.m her not to communicate the 
secret to any other. He then wrote a letter, in which he ac- 
quainted her with his real condition, offering to marry her. When 
she had read the letter, she tore it into small pieces, and returned it, 
declaring that she did not mean to employ such magic for her cure,. 
One evening the whole inn was put into confusion by the appear^ 
ance of ‘the corregidor, who demanded to see all the .servants in 
the house, and when he did not find Costanza among the number, 
asked the reason of her not appearing, to which the host answered, 
that she was not his servant. The magistrate asked for an e.xpla- 
.nation, and the host related, that fifteen years ago a iady, accmii^ 
panieci by several servants, had come to his bouse on a pilgrimage 
to Guadalupe, being affheted, as her servants said, with a dropsy ; 
that . she had privately sent for himself and Iris and had de- 
cla.red to them that she was pregnant, mid wished td‘ leave the in« 
fant in their charge. She was ddivercilp-thc inn of a who, 
by her desire, was .named Costanza, aaiflbr whose education she 
six hundred crowns of gold, ... ■ She then proceeded on her pii- 
grimage, and after twenty days returned, ’when she gave further 
directions respecting her daughter, whom she directed to be edu- 
cated as a servant; then writing some letters on parchment, she 
cut it across in a zigzag direction. One of the pieces she retained, 
and gave the oilier to the host. She then departed, promising to 
return in two years, which promise she had never fulfilled. The 
host concluded his narration with extolling the virtues of Costanza, 
and, at the desire of the corregidor, produced the parchment, upon 
vvhich the following letters appeared : E, T, E, L, S, N, V, D, D, R. 
The corregidor took thp parchment, and ordered the host to 
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Kim -notice wKenever any tiling slionld appear to clear np tlie 
mystery of Costanza^s birtli* The*ensuing morning two old iioble- 
nien alighted at the innj and when they beheld Gostanza, - one of 
them exclaimed, ^ Surely, Don Diego, we have at last found the 
object of our search,^ Young Avendano, having. come to give-hay 
to the horses, immediately recognised -the. strangers, who were no 
other than the fathers of himself and his companion. He put his 
hand on his face, and left the court. Meeting with Costanza, he 
informed her of the arrival of his father, and then hastened to his 
friend with the news. They both judged it expedient to conceal 
themselves carefully. Meanwhile Don Juan de Avendano had 
sent for the host, and producing the corresponding piece of parch- 
ment, demanded whether he had not the rest in his possession. The 
host immediately sent for the corregidor, who speedily came to the 
inn, and on his arrival recognised Don Juan as his cousin, and 
Don Diego as an old acquaintance. On the parchment of the for- 
mer these letters were written, S, A, S, A, E, AL, ER, A, E, A | and 
when the two pieces .were joined, the following inscription was le- 
gible, ® Esia es la senal verdadera/ (This is the true test). Don 
Diego now declared himself the father of Costanza, and related 
that one day having found her mother, a beautiful young widow, 
alone, he had forced her to corUply with his desires ; that two years 
after a servant had arrived to acquaint him with her death, and to 
deliver a letter, in which she informed him that she had become 
the mother of a girl. The servant at the same time had delivered 
to him the marks how to discover the pbild, and thirty thousand 
crowns for her marriage portion* Don Diego had proceeded so 
far in his narration, when he was interrupted by the cries of the 
servants, that Lope, the young Asturiaiv water-carrier, (under 
which name young (iarriazo was disguised,) had been taken pri- 
soner by the alguazils, who were carrying him to prison. By the 
comnsand of the corregidor, the prisoner was brought in with his 
face bathed in blood, having had another quarrel in the streets, 
lie hid his face with a handkerchief, which was forcibly removed, 
and Don Diego, to his astonishment, discovered his son under that 
' disguise. The youth fell at the feet of his father; and on the 
question of Don Juan, what was become of his companion, he 
informed him that he was ostler in the same inn. Young Aven- 
dano was discovered in bis chamber, forcibly brought down, and 
recognised by his father. The corregidor now presented Costanza 
• to Don Juan, who was not a little astonished at finding herself 
the daughter of a man of rank» The whole company proceeded 
to the house of the corregidor, where the two truant youths related 
their adventures. Don Tomas was; rewarded for his love with the 
hand of Costanza; the son of the corregidor' was promised to be 
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hi'icmnified for the loss of his love by marrying another daughter 
of Don Diego; and the water-oarrier was espoused to a daughter 
oi tile corregiclor/^ * 

^ T\vo S|)r.nish coiTiedieJi are foiindeii on the r-ame noufi, viz, Da rorrs 
llhj~tre Fregona, "ny Don Agnstin de MoretOs and L:i Hija dc MesonerOj 
I'-y Do!* Diego de Figiierca y Cordova, 




PROLOGUE. 

Plays liaTe their fates, not as in their true sense 
They^re understood, but as the induence 
Of idle custom madly works upon 
The dross of many-tongued Opinion. 

A worthy story, howsoever writ, 

For language, modest mirth, conceit, or wit, 

Meets oftentimes with the sweet commendation 
Of hang’t ! Tis scurvy when for approbation 
A jig ® shall be clapt at, and every rhime 
Praised and applauded by a clamorous chime. 

Let Ignorance and Laughter dwell together ! 

They are beneath the muses' pity : Hither 
Come nobler judgments, and to those the strain 
Of our invention is not bent in vain : 

The Fair Maid of the Inn to you commends 
, Her hopes and welcomes ; and withal intends 
In til' entertains to which she doth invite ye, 

All things tO: please, and .some things: to delight ye. 

A That is,, according to the ancient acceptation of the word— a 
ballad. ■ " 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Duke of Floi'cnce. 

4 Alberto/ admiral of Florence. 

\ Bantista, a brave sea commander, ancient friend to 
Alberto. 

\ Cesario, a young gentleman (fa fiery nature, son to 
Alberto. 

\ Aientivolc, son to Baptista, lover of Clarissa. 
\Prosperb, a noble friend to Baptista. 

[ Host, the supposed father of Bianca. 

^Forobosc'o, a cheating mountebank. 

Clown, the mountebank’s man, and setter. 

Dancer, 

Tailor, 

Muleteer, 

Pedant, 

Clerk, 

Coxcomb, 

Secretary to the Duke. 

Two Magistrates of Florence, 
physician, Surgeon, Bishop, three Gentlemen, Sai- 
lors, Boys. 

^Mariana, zvifeto Alberto, a virinaus lady. 

\Ciarissa, Mariana’s daughter, in love xdth Alenti- 
mle. 

^ Juliana, niece to the Duke of Genoa, Baptista’s se- 
cond mfe. 

^Bianca, the Fair Maid of the Inn, beloved of Cesa- 
rio, and daughter to Baptista and Jidiam. 
vHostess, the supposed mother of Bianca. 

-SCWIE— Florence. 

* This character is,sometimes called Alberto^ atoilicre 

AlbcriiiS'. The former being the Italian name^ I have preferred 
calling him so tbroiighont* 


I Sia.’ fools and knaves, who pretend love to 
Bianca. 



THE 


FAIR MAID OF THE INN. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Room in the House of Alberto. 


Enter Gesario and Clarissa. 

Ces. Interpret not, Clarissa, my true zeal 
In giving you counsel, to transcend the bounds 
That should confine a brother ! ’tis your honour. 
And peace of mind (which, honour lost,' will leave 
you) 

I labour to preserve : And though you yet are 
Pure and untainted, and resolve to be so. 

Having a father’s eye, and inothefs care. 

In all your ways to keep you fair and upright, 

In which respects my best advices must 
•Appear superfluous ; yet since love, dear sister, 
%Vill sometimes tender things unnecessary, 
Misconstrue not my purpose ! 

* Which honour last leave ymi.'y Amended by Seward. 
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Oar. Sir, I dare not ; ^ 

Blit still receive it as a large addition 
To t!)e much that I already stiuul engaged for. 
Yet, pardon me though I profess, upon 
A true examination of myself, 

Even to my private thoughts, I cannot find 
(Having such strong supporters to uphold me) 

On what slight ground the least doubt can be 
raised, 

To rentier me suspected I can tali 
Or from my fame or virtue. 

Ccr, Far be it from me 

To nourish such a thought ! and yet excuse me. 
As you would do a lapidary whose w hole fortunes 
Depend upon the safet3vpf one jewel. 

If he think no case precious enough 
To keep it in full lustre, nor, no locks, 

Though lending strength to iron doors, sufficient 
To guard it, and secure him ! You to me are 
A gem of more esteem, and prized higlicr, 

Than usurers do their muck, or great men title 
And any flaw (wdrich Heav'en avert!) in you, 
(Whose reputation, like a diamond 
Cut newly from the rock, women with envy, 

And men with covetous desires, look up at) 

By prying eyes discover’d, ih a moment 
Would render what the braveries of Florence, 

For want of counterpoise, forbear to cheapen, 

Of little or no value. 

Clar. I see, brother. 

The mark you shoot at, and much thank your love : 
But for my virgin jew'el, which is brought 
In comparison with your diamond, rest assured 
It shall not fall in such a workman’s hands, 
Whose ignoraitce or malice shall have power 
To cast one cloud upon it, but still keep 
Her native splendour. 
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Ces. ’Tis well ; I commend you ; 

And study your advancement with that care 
As I wouid do a sister’s, whom I love 
With more than common ardour.* 

. Clar. That from me 
I hope’s return’d to you. 

Ces, I do confess it. 

Yet let me tell you, (but still with that love 
I wish to increase between us) that you are 
Observed, against the gravity long maintain’d 
In Italy (where to see a maid unmask’d 
Is held a blemish,) to be over frequent 
In giving or receiving visits. 

Clar. How ? 

Ces. Whereas the custom’s here to woo by pic- 
ture, 

And never see the substance. You are fair, 

And beauty draws temptations on, you know it: 

I would not live to see a willing grant 
From you, to one unworthy of your birth. 
Feature of fortune I yet there have been ladies 
. Of rank, proportion, and of means beyond you, 
That have proved this no miracle. 

C/ar. One unworthy 

Why, pray you, gentle brother, v^ho are they 
That 1 vouchsafe these bounties to ? I hope. 

In your strict criticism of me and my manners, 
That you will not deny they are your equals. 
Angry? 

Ckir. I have reason! But, in cold blood, tell me, 
Had we not one father ? 

Ces. Yes, and mother too. 

* Common order.] The variation Seward has been retainedj,' 
though the old text may possibly ixieanj in a degree more than 
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Ckr. Anti he a soldier ? 

Cc'.v. True. 

Clar. If I then borrow 
A little of the boldness of bis temper. 

Imparting it to such as may deserve it, 

(Howe’er indulgent to yourselves, you brothers 
Allow no part of freedom to your sisters) 

I hope ’twill not pass for a crime in me. 

To grant access and speech to noble suitors, 

And you escape for innocent, that descend 
To a thing s(»far beneath you? Are you touch’d? 
Wliy, did you think that you had Gyges’ ring ? 
Or the herb that gives invisibility ? 

Or that Bianca’s name had ne’er been mention’d ? 
The Fair Maid of the grand Osteria, brother? 

Ces. No more 1 

Ciar. A little, brother. Your night-walks, 

And offer’d presents, which coy she contemn’d ; 
Your combats in disguises with your rivals, 

Brave muleteers, scullions perfumed with grease, 
And such as cry meat for cats/ must be remem- 
ber’d : 

And all this pother for a common trull ! 

A tempting sign, and curiously set forth, 

To draw in riotous guests ! a thing exposed 
To every ruffian’s rude assault ! and subject, 

For a poor salary, to a rich man’s lust, 

Though made up of diseases ! 

Ces. Will you end yet? 


3 And Slick as cry meat for cais»} The second folio reads wmii ; 
but we epprehemi the text to be right* In Blassingerls Maid of 
Honour^ act III* scene L? Gasparo, iu meiuiooiog the most ignoble 
empIoyiBents, says — 

I will erj/ brooms er cats* meat in Pa!crmOi» 

Turn porter, carry burdens, any thing, 

Rather than live a soldier V* •sliced, 

’ , 2 
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Clar, And this a mistress for Alberto’s son ? 
One that I should call sister? 

Ces. Part not with 

Your modesty in this violent heat! The truth is, 
(For you shall be my confessor) I love her ; 

But virtuGusly : Report, that gives her out 
Only for fair, and adds not she is chaste, ‘ 

Detracts much from her ; for indeed she is, 
Though of a low condition, composed 
Of all those graces dames of highest birth, 
Though rich in Nature’s bounties, should be proud 
of. 

But leave her ! and to you, my nearest care, 

My dearest, best Clarissa ! Do not think 
(For then you wrong me) I wish you should live 
A barren virgin life : I rather aim at 
A noble husband, that may make you mother 
Of many children ; one that, when I know him 
VForth your embraces, 1 may serve, and sue to : 
And therefore scorn not to acquaint me "with 
That man, that happy man, you please to favour ! 
. Ckr. I ever purposed it ; for 1 will like 
With your allowance. 

Ces. As a pawn of this, 

Receive this ring ; but, ere you part with it 
On any terms, be certain of your choice, 

And make it known to me 1 
Clar. You have my hand for’t 
Ces. Which, were it not my sister’s^ I should 

With too much heat. 

■ Aebeuto, Baptista, Mariana, Menti- 

Vole, and Servants with Lights. 

Clar. My father aiid his guests, sir ! 
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Alb. Oil, my old friend, my tried friend, mj 
Baptista ! 

These days of rest and feasting suit not with 
Our tougher natures ; those were golden ones, 
Which were enjoy’d at sea! that’s our true mother ; 
The land’s to us a step-dame : There we sought 
Honour and wealth through dangers ; yet those 
dangers 

Delighted more than their rewards, though great 
ones, 

And worth the undertakers : Here we study 
The kitchen arts, to sharpen appetite, 

Dull’d with abundance ; and dispute with Fleaven 
If that the least puff of the rough north wind 
Blast our time’s burden,* rendering to our palates 
The charming juice less pleasing; whereas there, 
If we had biscuit, powder’d flesh, fresh water, 

We thought them Persian deiicates ; and, for 

If a strong gale but made the main-yard crack, 
W’e danced to the loud minstrel. 

Bapt. And fear’d less 

(So far we were in love with noble action) 

A tempest than a calm. 

Alb. Tis true, Baptista : 

There, there, from mutual aids lent to each other, 
And virtuous emulation to exceed 
In manly daring, the true school of friendship, 
We learnt those principles which confirm’d us 
friends 

Never to be forgot. 

Bapt. Never, I hope. 

♦ Blast our timers burde7i,'} Seward reads>— our vine’^s burdei!^. 
but witliO’ut necessity; for Hmsh not used in its usual accepta- 
tioo; but means, as Mason 
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Alb. We were married there: For bells, the 
roaring cannon 

Aloud proclaim’d it lawful, and a prize 
Then newly ta’cn^ and equally divided, 

Served as a dowry to you, then.styled my wife ; 
And did enable me to be a husband 
Fit to encounter so much wealth, though got 
With blood and horror. 

Mar. If so got, ’tis ft, sir, 

Now you possess it, that you should enjoy it 
In peace and quiet : I, your son, and daughter, 
That reap the harvest of your 'winter’s labour, 
Though debtors for it, yet have often trembled, 
When, in way of discourse, you have related 
How you came by it. 

Alb. Trembled ? How the softness 
Of your sex may excuse you, I’ll not argue ; 

But to the world, howe’er I hold thee noble, 

I should proclaim this boy some coward’s bastard. 
And not the image of Alberto’s youth, 

If, when some wish’d occasion calls him forth 
To a brave trial, one weak artery 
Of his should shew a fever, though grim death 
Put on a thousand dreadful shapes to fright him, 
The elements, the sea, and all the winds 
We number on our compass, then conspiring 
To make the scene more ghastly! I must have 
thee, . 

Sirrah, I must, if once you grapple with 
An enemy’s ship, to board her, though you see 
The desperate gunner ready to give fire, 

And blow the deck up ; or, like Ctesar’s soldier, 
Thy hands like his cut off, hang by the teeth, 
And die undaunted. 

Mar. I even die to hear you ! 

My son, my loved Cesario, run such hazards ? 
Bless’d saints forbid it ! You have done enough 

12 
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Already for one family, that rude way. 

Ill keep him safe at home, and train him up 
A complete courtier: May I live to see him, 

By sweet discourse and gracious demeanour, 

Win and bring hoine a fair wife, and a rich, 

’Tis all I rest ambitious of. 

Alb. A wife? 

As if there were a course to purchase one 
Prevailing more than honourable action ! 

Or any intercessors move so far. 

To take a mistress of a noble spirit. 

As the true fame of glorious victories, 

Atchieved by sweat and blood ! Oh, the brave 
dames 

Of warlike Genoa ! they had eyes to see 
The inward man, and only from his worth, 
Courage, and conquests, the blind archer knew 
To head his shafts, or light his quenched torch ; 
They were proof against them else : no carpet- 
knight,^ 

^ Carpet knigkt.J Carpet are frequently mentioned witli 

great contempt by our ancient writers. The learned Sir James 
Burrows gives the following account of them : 

There was an order of kpjghthnod of the appellation of 
Knights of the Carpet, though fei?, or no persons (at least 
among those whom i have consul ted) seem to know any thing 
about it, or even to have heard of it, 1 have taken some memo- 
’raoda concerning the institution, and know that William Lord 
Burgh (of Starborough Castle, in the county of Surry, father to 
Thomas Lord Burgh, deputy of Ireland, and to Sir John Burgh, 
who took the great Caracca ship in 1592) was made a knight of 
the carpet^ at Westminster, on the 2d of October, 1553, the day 
after Queen Mary's coronation : And 1 met with a list of ail who 
were made so at the same time, in Strype's Memorials, voL IIL 
Appendix, p. n. 

See AnstisL Observations on theKnighthood of the Bath, (Lond. 
1725) p. 50: ‘ Upon the accessia>r of Queen Mary to the throne, 
a commission was granted to" the Earl of Arundel, empowering 
him to make knights, but 'W ithout miy additional title ^ within 
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That spent his youth in groves or pleasant bowers, 
Or, stretching on a couch his lazy limbs, 

Sung to his lute such soft and meltmg notes 
As Ovid nor Anacreon ever knew, 

Could work on them ; nor once bewitch’d their 
sense. 

Though he came so perfumed as he had robb’d 
Sabsea or Arabia of their wealth. 

And stored it in one suit. I still remember, 

And still remember it with joy. Bap tista. 

When from the rescue of the Genoa fleet. 

Almost surprised by the Venetian gallies. 

Thou didst return, and wert received in triumph, 
How lovely in thy honour’d wounds and scars 
Thou didst appear ; what worlds of amorous glances 

two days after tlie date of tliat patent, whicli were the two days 
preceding Her coronation. In pursuance hereof, we find the names 
of the knights created by him, according to the stated form of 
creating knights of the Bath, and the variety of the ceremonies 
used so distinctly related, that it particularly deserves to be con- 
sulted in the appendix.' 

So that Mr Anstis plainly considers them as being only a spe- 
cies of knights of the Bath, though without any additional title. 

If so, the appellation of knights of the carpet might be only 
popular^ not their strict or proper title. This, however, was suf- 
iiclont to induce Shakspeare (who wrote whilst they were com- 
monly spoken of by such an appellation) to use that term, in con« 
trast to a knighthood conferred upon a real soldier, as a reward 
of military valour/' — Reed* 

That a particular order of knights were denominated carpet 
knights mm well be doubted. It was probably a mere term of 
contempt bestowed on such as received their knighthood not on 
the iield, but in the palace of the king, generally on great occa- 
sions, such as baptisms and marriages ; and the knights of the 
Bath being anciently created almost exclusively on the accession 
of a sovereign, or the knighting of an heir- apparent, the title 
might not be unaptly given to them.— Mr Gifford quotes a great 
part of the speech of Albertos in a note on the Maid of Honour, 
by Massinger, and points out its extreme beauty. Indeed, Fletcher 
employed his highest powers in the present scene. 
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The beauties of the city, where they stood, 

Fix’d like so many of the fairest stars, 

Shot from their windows at thee ! How it fsred 
Their bloods to see the enemies’ captive streamers® 
Borne through the streets ! nor could chaste Ju- 
liana, 

The duke’s fair niece, though guarded with her 
greatness, 

Resist this gallant charge, but, laying by 
Disparity of fortune from the object, 

Yielded herself thy prisoner. 

Bapt Pray you choose 
Some other theme. 

Mar. Can there be one more pleasing ? 

Bapt. That triumph drew on me a greater tbr^ 
ture, . ; 

And ’tis in the reinembrance little less. 

Than ever captive suffer’d. 

Mar. How! To gain 
The favour of so great a lady ? 

Bapt. Yes, 

Since it proved fatal : To have been happy, ma- 
dam, 

Adds to calamity; and the heavy loss # 

Of her I durst not hope for, once enjoy’d, 

Turns what you think a blessing to a curse, 
Wliich grief would have forgotten. 

Alb, I am sorry 
I touch’d upon it. 

Mar. I burn rather, sir, 

With a desire to hear the story of 

Your loves ; and shall receive it as a favour, 

Which you may grant. 

Bapt. You must not be denied ; 

Cff/iKe strearnes.] Corrected in J7S0 
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Yet with all brevity I must report it. 

’Tis true, fair Juliana, Genoa’s pride, 

Enamour’d of my actions, liked my person ; 

Nor could I but with joy meet her affection, 

Since it was lawful ; for, my first wife dead, 

We wereciosely’ married, and for some few months 
Tasted the fruits of ’t : But malicious Fate, 
Envying our too-much happiness, wrought upon 
A faithless servant, privy to our plot, 

And cabinet counsellor to Juliana, 

Who, either for hope, or reward, or fear, 
Discovered us to the incensed duke, 

Wliose rage made her close prisoner, and pro- 
nounced , 

On me perpetual banishment. Some three years 
I wander’d on the seas, since entertain’d 
By the Great Duke of Florence ; but what fate 
Attended her, or Prospero my friend, 

That stay’d at Genoa to expect the issue. 

Is yet uncertain. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Enter a Gentleman. 

From the duke ? 

Bapt. He’s welcome. 

To end my forced relation. 

Signor Baptista, 

The Great Duke’s will commands your present 
ear.® 

Gent. It points indeed at both of you. 

Bapt. 1 wait it. 

'We were closely marrkd^^l Closely here "means privately.—- 
Mason* 

* Your present care.] 'So the second folio, 'and of course the 
subsequent copies* The first not very distinctly, but still suffi-: 
ciently so to convince any reader, reads eare^ and this affords by 
far the best reading, ^ « 
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In, Mariana; to your rest! 

Bapt. NaVj leave us ; 

We must be private. 

Mar. Stay not long, Cesario. 

[Exeunt all but Cesario and -Mkxtivole. 
Ment. So ! tiiese old men vanish'd, his allow’d 
That wc may speak ; and howsoe’cr they take 
Delight in the discourse of former dangers, 

It cannot hinder us to treat a little 
Of present pleasures. 

Ces. Which, if well enjoy’d, 

Will not alone continue, but increase, 

In us their friendship. 

Ment. How shall we spend the night ? 

To snore it out, like drunken Dutchmen, would 
Sort ill with us Italians : We are made 
Of other metal, fiery, quick, and active. 

Shall we take our fortune ? and, while our cold 

(In whom long since their youthful heats were 
dead) 

Talk much of Mars, serve under Venus’ ensigns, . 
And seek a mistress ? 

Ces. That’s a game, dear friend, 

That does admit no rival in chase of it ; 

And either to be undertook alone, 

Or not to be attempted. 

Ment. I’ll not press you. 

What other sports to entertain the time with 
The following morning ? 

Ces. Any that may become us. 

Ment. Is the Neapolitan horse the viceroy sent 
vou 

In a fit plight to run ? 

Ces. So my groom tells me. 

I can boast little of my "horsemanship ; 

Yet, upon his assurance, I dare wager 
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A tliousand crowns ’gainst any horse in Florence, 
For an eight-mile course. 

Merit. I would not win of you. 

In respect you are impatient of loss | 

Else I durst match him with my Barbary 
For twice the sum. 

Ces. You do well to excuse it, 

Being certain to be beaten. 

Merit. Tush ! you know 
The contrary. 

Ces. To end the controversy, 

Put it to trial ; by my life, I’ll meet you 
With the next rising sun. 

Unter Clarissa. 

Merit. A match ! — But here 
Appears a Cynthia, that scorns to borrow 
A beam of light from the great eye of Heaven, 
She being herself all brightness : How I envy 
Those amorous smiles, those kisses, but sure chaste 
■ ; ^ ':OneS,; ■ , ..y . ^ - 

Which she vouchsafes her brother ! 

C/ar. You are wanton : 

Pray you think me not Bianca; leave, I pray you ! j 
My mother will not sleep before she see you ; 
And since you know her tenderness, nay, fondness, 
In every circumstance that concerns your safety, 
You are not equal® to her. 

Ces. I must leave you ; 

But will not fail to meet you. 

Ment. Soft sleeps to you ! 

Mar. IfVithin.] Cesario ! 

9 Equal] u e. Jusi, The word frequently occurs in that sense. 
--Ed. 1778. 
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Ckn\ You are call’d again. 

Lk's. Some sons 

C’onipiain of too much rigour in their mothers ; 

1 of too niuch indulgence. Yon will foliow? 
Clar. Yon are her first care ; therefore lead ti;e 
vra_y ! [Erit CtsAiuo. 

Hlent. She stays ; blest opportunity ! sfie stays 
As site invitctl conference ! site was ever 
Noble and free ; but thus to tempt my frail ty^ 
Argues a yielding in licr ; or, contempt 
Of all that I dare offer. Stand I no\¥ 
Consulting? No; Fll put it home. 

Clar. Who waits there ? 
jMore lights ! 

Ment. You need them not; they are as useless 
As at noon-day : Can there be darkness where 
Nature, then wisely liberal, vouchsafed 
To lend two suns ? 

Clar. Hyperlroles ! 

Ment. No; truths, 

Truths, ])eauteous virgin ; so my love-sick heart 
Assures me, and my understanding teiis me 
I must approacli them wisely: Should I rashly 
Press near their scorching beams, they would con- 
sume me ; 

And, on the contrary, should your disdain 
Keep me at too much distance, and I want 
Their comfortable heat, the frost of death 
Y'ould seize on all my faculties. 

Clar. Pray you pause, sir ! 

This vehemency of discourse must else needs tire 
you : 

These gay words take not me; ’tis simple faith, 
Honest integrity, and lawful flames, 

1 am deliadited with. . 
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And therefore, lady 

Clar. But that you took me oft' 

Ere I came to a period, I had added 
A long experience must be required 
Both of his faith and trust, with whom a virgin 
Trafficks for what is dearest in this life, 

Her liberty and honour. I confess 
I oft have view’d you with an eye of favour; 

And, with your generous parts, the many tenders 
Of doing me all fair offices, have won 
A good opinion from me— — • 

Ment. Oh, speak ever! 

I never heard such music. 

Clar. A plain tune, sir. 

But ’tis a hearty one. When I perceive. 

By evident proofs, your aims are truly noble, 

And that you bring the engines of fair love, 

Not of foul lust, to shake and undermine 
My maiden fortress, I may then make good 
What now I dare not promise. 

Merit. You already, 

In taking notice of my poor deservings. 

Have been magnificent, and ’twill appear 
A frontless impudence to ask beyond this : 

Yet qualify, though not excuse, my error. 
Though now I am ambitious to desire 
A confirmation of it ! 

Clar. So it wrong not 
My modesty to grant it. 

Ment. ’Tis far from me ; 

I only am a suitor you would grace me 

With some toy, but made rich in that you wore it, 

’To warrant to the world that I usurp not, 

When I presume to style myself your servant ! 

A ribbon from your shoe. 

Clar.. You are too humble ; ' 
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I’ll think upon’t, and something of more value 
Shall witness how I prize' you. It grows late ; 
ril bring you to the door. 

Mcnt. You still more bind me. {Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


An Apartment in the Palace, 


Enter Duke, Alberto, Battista, Magistrates, 
and Attendants, 

Duke. You find, by this assured intelligence, 
The preparation of the Turk against us. 

We have met him oft and beat him ; now to fear 
him 

Would argue want of courage ; and I hold it 
A safer policy for us and our signories, 

To charge him in his passage o’er the sea,' 

Than to expect him here. , f 

Alb. May it please your highness,'' 

Since you vouchsafe to think me worthy of 
This great eniployment, if I may deliver 
My judgment freely, *tis not flattery 
Though I say my opiiiidn waits on you 
Nor would i give my suffrage and consent 
To what you have proposed, but that I know it 

* Ifjf on you,] The small change otyon to 

takes all obscuil'fe from this expression*-— 

We think the oltl reading more'-sui table to the context^ more ia 
our authprs^ style, and atleast as-free from obscurity.— Ed. 1778. 
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Worth the great speaker, though that the denial 
Call’d on your heavy anger. For myself 
I do profess thus muchj if a blunt soldier 
May borrow so much from the oil’d-tongued cour- 
tier, 

(That echoes whatsoe’er the prince allows of} 

All that my long experience hath taught me, 
That have spent three parts of my life at sea, 

(Let it not taste of arrogance that I say it) 

Co«!d not have added reasons of more weight 
To fortify 3 'our affections, than such 
As your grace out of observation merely 
Already have propounded. 

Bapt. With the honour 
To give the daring enemy an affront 
In being the first opposer, it will teach 
Your soldiers boldness, and strike fear in them 
That durst attempt you. 

1 Mugis. Victuals and ammunition. 

And money too, the sinews of the war, 

Are stored up in the magazine. 

■ g Magts. And the gallies 
New rigg’d and train’d up, and at two days’ warn- 
ing 

Fit for the service. 

Duke. We commend your care ; 

Nor will we e’er be wanting in our counsels, 

As we doubt not your action. You, Baptista, 
Shall stay with us ; that merchant is not wise, 
That ventures his whole fortunes in one bottom. 
Alberto, be our admiral! spare your thanks; 

’Tis merit in you that invites this honour ; 

‘ Preserve it such ! Ere long ymu shall hear more. 
Things rashly undertaken end as ill ; 

But great acts thrive when reason guides the will. 

\Exeunt. 
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SCENE HI. 


An open Place before ike City. 


Enter three Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. No question, ’twas not well done in 

Gesario 

To cross tlie horse of young Mentivolc 
In the middest of this course. 

2 That was not all ; 

The switching him dull’d him. 

3 Genf. ’Would that both the jades 

Had broke their necks, when they iirsL started! 
’Slight, 

We stand here prating; give them leave to whis- 
per. 

And, when they have cut one another’s throats. 
Make in to part ’em ! 

2 Gent. There is no such hazard ; 

Their fathers’ friendship and their love forbid it: 
See where they come ! 

£«fcrMENTivoLEG«d Gesario. 

1 Gent. With fury in their looks. 

Ment. You have the wager; with what foul 

I’ll not dispute. 

• :f jay F,;'; 
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Ment. I cannot speak.it 
In a fairer language ; and if some respects 
Familiar to myself chain’d not my tongue, 

I should say— no more!®~I should— but I’ll sit 
down 

With this disgrace ; howe’er, press me no further ! 
For, if once more provoked, you’ll understand 

I dare no more suffer an injury, — 

Than I dare do one. 

Ces. Why, sir, are you injured 
In that I take my right, which I would force, 
Should you detain it ? 

Ment. Put it to judgment ! 

Ces. No; 

My will in this shall carry it. 

Ment. Your will ? 

Nay, farewell softness then! 

3 Gent. This I foresaw. 

\They suddenly draw and fight. 
2 Hold, hold I ^ ^ ^ ^ 

I am hurt ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

• Gent. Shift for yourself ; ’tis death. 

Ment. As you respect me, bear him off with care I 
If he miscarry, since he did the wrong, 

I’ll stand the shock of’t. 

2 Gent Gently ! he will faint else- 

Ment, And speedily, I beseech you ! 

{Exeunt Gentlemen with Cesario. 
My rage over, 

That pour’d upon my reason clouds of error, 

» I should say no snore.] Seward, tacitly and arbitrarily, reads, 
■ I should say more. The present punctuation gives a spirit to the 
old text.— Ed. 1778. 

Though Mason defends Seward’s reading, there can be little 
doubt that the regulation of the old text, introduced by the editors 
of 1778, perfectly suits Mentivole’s agitation of mind, and is by 
no means “ exceedingly embarrassed.” 
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I see iny folly, and at what dear loss 
I have exchanged a real innocence 
To gain a mere fantastical report, 

Transported only by vain popular wind, 

To be a daring, nay. fool-hardy man. 

But, could J satisfy myself within here. 

How should I bear my father’s frowns? 

Entet ' Bapi’ista. 

They meet me ; 

M}' guilt conjures him hither. 

Bapt. Sirrah ! 

Ment. Sir. 

Bapt, I have met the trophies of your ruffian 
sword: 

Was there no other anvil to make trial 
How far thou durst be wicked, but the bosom 
Of him, which, under the adulterate name 
Of friendship, thou hast murder’d ? 

3'Ient. Murder’d, sir? 

My dreams abhor so base a fact: True valour, 
Employ’d to keep my reputation fair, 

From the austerest judge, can never merit 
To be branded with that title. You begot me 
A man, no coward : And hut call your youth 
To memory ! when injured, you could never 
Boast of the ass’s fortitude, slave-like patience ; 
And you might justly doubt I were your son, 

If I should entertain it. If Cesarib 
Recover, as I hope his vvomid’s not mortal, 

A second trial of what I dare do 

In a just cause, shall give strong witness for me 

I am the true heir to Baptista’s courage, 

As to his other fortune?. 

Bapt. Boy, to neither, 

But on this strict condition, which entreaties 
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From saints, nay angeis, shall not make me alter. 
A friendship so began, and so continued 
Between me and Alberto my best friend, 

Your brawls shall hot dissolve : It is my will, 
And as I am thy father I command thee, 

That instantly, on any terms, how poor 
Soe’er it skills not, thou desire his pardon, 

And bring assurance to me he has sign’d it, 

Or by my father’s soul I’ll never know thee, 

But as a stranger to my blood : Perform it. 

And suddenly, without reply ! I have said it. 

Ment. And in it given a heavier sentence on me 
Than the most cruel death : You are my father, 
And your will to be served, and not disputed 
By me, that am your son : But I’ll obey. 

And though my heart-strings crack for’t, make it 
known. 

When you command, my faculties are your own. 

[Exeunt 


ACT II. SCENE I. 

Room in the House ^ Alberto. 

> Enter Alberto, Physician, and a Surgeon. 
Phys, Have patience, ^oble sir ! your son Ce- . 
Will recover, -without question. ^ , 
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Surg. A slight wound 

Though’t pierced his body, it hath miss'd the vitals. 

Pfnjs. My life for’t, he shall take the air again 
Within these ten days ! 

Jik Olp but from a friend 1 
To receive this bloody measure from a friend! 

If that a man should meet a violent death, 

In a place where he had taken sanctuary, 

Would it not grieve him? Such all Florence held 
Their friendship ; and ’tis that which multiplies 
The injuiy. 

Phi/s. Have patience, worthy signor ! 

Alb. i do protest, as I am man and soldier, 

If I had buried him in a wave at sea, 

(Lost in some honourable action) 

I would not to the saltness of his grave 
Have added the least tear : But these quarrels, 
Bred out of game and wine ! I had as lief 
He should have died of a surfeit. 

Enter Mariana and Clarissa. 

Mar. Oh, what comfort ? 

How is it with our son, sir ? 

Alb. His work-masters 
Bear me in hand here, (as my lawyer does 
When I have a crack’d title, or bad suit in law) 
Ail shall go well. 

Mar. I pray you, gentlemen. 

What think you of his. wound t 
Phys. ’Tis but a scratch-; 

Nothing to danger. 

Clar. But he received it from a friend ; 

And the unkindness ta’eu at that may kill him. 
Mar. Let me see hiip. 

Phys. By no means ; be slumbers. 
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Mai'. Then I cannot believe you when you tel! 
me 

Tlaere is hope of him. 

Alb. Yet many ladies 
Do give more faith to their physician 
Than to their confessor. 

Clar. Oh, my poor lost brother ! 

And friend, more dear than brother ! 

More loud instruments 

To disturb his slumbers? Go, go, take carocli i 
And, as you love me, you and the girl retire 
To our summer-house i’ th’ country :; Til be with 
you 

Within these two days. 

Mar. I am yours in all things, 

Though with much sorrow to leave him. 

Mariana Clarissa. 
Alb. I pray you, gentlemen, 

With best observance tend your patient : 

The loss of my heir-male lies now a-bleeding ; 
And think what payment his recovery 
, Shall shower upon you. 

Mentivole. 

Of all men breathing. 

Wherefore do you arrive here ? are you mad ? 

My injury begins to bleed afresh 

At sight of you. Why, this afifont of yours 

I receive more malicious than the other. 

Your hurt was only danger to my son j 

But your sight to me is death! Why come you 

: ^ ! 'I' ^ ^ V ^ ! 

Do you come to view the wounds which you have 

And glory in them ? , • 
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Mmt. Rather, worthy sir, 

To pour oil into them. 

Alb. I am a soldier, sir, 

Least part of a courtier ; and understand 

By your smooth oil, your present flattery 

Ment, Sir, for my father’s sake, acknowledge me 
To be born a gentleman, no slave ; I ever 
Held flatterers of that breed : Do not misconstrue, 
In your distaste of me, the true intent 
Of my coming hither, for I do protest 
I do not come to tell you I am sorry 
For your son’s hurt. 

Alb. Not sorry ? 

Ment. No, not sorry : 

I have to the lowest ebb lost all my fury, 

But I must not lose my honesty. ’Twas he 
Gave heat unto the injury, which return’d, 

Like a petar® ill lighted, into th’ bosom 
Of him gave fire to’t: Yet, I hope his hurt; 

Is not so dangerous but he may recover ; 

When, if it please him call me to account 
For the loss of so much blood, I shall be ready 
To do him noble reason. 

Alb. You are arm’d 
Methinks with wond’rous confidence. 

Ment. Oh, with the bpt, sir; 

For I bring penitence and satisfaction. 

• Alb. Satisfaction ? Why, I heard you say but 
now, 

You were not sorry for his wounds. 

Ment. Nor am I ; 

The satisfaction which I bring, sir, is to you. 

You are a gentleman ne’er injured me ; 

® Pefar.] k petard^ qt p€taTf€^ an engine (made like a bell or 
mortar) wherewitb. strong gates are barst opeiu-— G oto e aye's 
Dktiomrp.-'^'RmL 
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One ever loved my father, the right way, 

And most approved of noble amity ; 

Yet I have run my sword quite through your heart, 
And slightly hurt your son ; fort may be fear’d, 
A grief ta’en at these years, for your son’s loss, 
May hazard yours : And therefore I am sent 
By him that has most interest in your sorrow, 
Who having chid me almost to the ruin 
Of a disheritance, for violating 
So continued and so sacred a friendship 
Of fifty winters’ standing ; such a friendship, 
That ever did continue like the spring. 

Ne’er saw the fall o’ th’ leaf; by him I am sent 
To say the wrong I have done, sir, is to you, 

And that I have quite lost him for a father, 

Until I find your pardon. Nay, there follows 
A weightier deprivation : His estate 
I could with a less number of sighs part with ; 
Fortune might attend ray youth and my deser- 
vings 

In any climate; but a father’s blessing, 

To settle and confirm that fortune, no where 
But only here. Your pardon ! give me that; 
And when you have done, kill me ; for ’tis that 
Takes from me the effect of excommunication, 

A father’s heavy curse. 

Alb. Nay, may that curse 
Light on himself, for sending thee in this minute, 
When I am grown as deaf to all compassion 
As the cruellest sea-fight, or most horrid tempest 1 
That I had drowned i’ th’ sea a thousand ducats. 
Thou hadst not made this visit ! Rash young man. 
Thou takest me in an ill planet, and hast cause 
To curse thy father ; for I do protest; 

If i had met thee in any part o’ th’ world, 

But under my own roof, I would have kill’d thee,-^ 
Within there ! — 
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Enter Physician, Surgeon, and Servants. 

Look you ! Here’s a triumph sent for 
The death of your young master. 

Serv. Shall we kill him ? 

Alb. No; 

I’ll not be so unhospitable. — But, sir, 

By my life, I vow to take assurance from you, 
That right hand never more shall strike niy son, 
Ment. That will be easily protested. 

Alb. Not easily, 

When it must be exacted, and a bloody seal to’t. — 
Bind him, and cut off his right hand presently : 
Fair words shall never satisfy foul deeds. 

Chop his hand off I 
Mmt. You cannot be so unrighteous 
To your own honour. 

Phys. Ob, sir, collect yourself, 

And recall your bloody purpose ! 

Alb. My intents 

Of this nature do ever come to action. 

Surg. Then I 

Must fetch another stickler.'* [Eock. 

.Alb. Yet I do grieve at heart; 

And 1 do curse thy father heartily, 

That’s the cause of my dishonour, sending thee 
In such an hour, when 1 am apt for mischief, 

Apt as a Dutchman after a sea-fight, 

When his enemy kneels afore him. — Come, dis- 
patch ! 

^ I must fetch another stickler.] A stickler was wliat we now 
call a sidesman, one who parted the combatants when the, victory 
contd be adjudged without bloodshed. Ritson observeSy that in 
Cornwall sticklers are still chosen at popular games to decide dis- 
putes* 
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Phys. Entreat him, noble lir. 

Ment. You shall excuse i|ie; 

Whatsoever he dares do, t|jiht I dare suiFer, 

Enter and Surgeon. 

Ces. Oh, sir, for Mnour’s sake, stay your foul 
purpose;/' 

For if you do prp^eed thus cruelly, 

There is no jp^fistion, in the wound you give him, 
T'Tdtwtt-higed to death for’t ! * 

Alb. Thou art not of my temper; 

What I purpose, cannot be alter’d. 

Enter a Servant. 

Sej-'v. Sir, the duke 

With all speed-expects you: You must instantly 
Ship all your follow'ers, and to sea. 

Alb. My blessing 

Stay with thee upon this condition, 

Take away his use of fighting ; as thou hopest 
To be accounted for my son, perform it ! [Ea-it. 
Ces. You hear what I’m enjoin’d to. 

Ment. Pray thee, take it ! 

Only this ring, this best-esteemed jewel, 

I will not give ’t to th’ hangmati chops it off ; 

It is too dear a relic : I’ll remove it 
Nearer my heart. 

Ces. Ha ! that ring’s ray sister’s ; [Apart. 

The ring I enjoin’d her never part withal 
Without ray knowledge.— —^Come, sir, we are 
friends. 

Pardon my father’s heat and melancholy ; 

Two violent fevers which he caught at sea, 

And cannot yet shake off : Only one promise 
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I must enjoin you to, and seriously ; 

Hereafter you shall never draw a sword 
To the prejudice of my life. 

Ment, By my best hopes, 

I shall not ! 

Ces. I pray deliver me your sword 
On that condition. 

31et}i. I shall, sir : May it hereafter 
Ever fight on your part ! 

Ces. Noble sir, I thank you : 

But, for performance of your vow, I entreat 
Some gage from you. 

Ment. Any, sir. - 

Ces. Deliver me that ring. 

Ment. Ha ! this ring? indeed this jewel binds me. 
If you knew the virtue of it, never more 
To draw my sword against you. 

Ces. Therefore I 
Will have it. 

3knt. Y ou may not. 

Ces. Come, you must : [i/Wfei’ the ring. 

I that by violence could take your hand, 

Can enforce this from you. This is a token, sir. 
That we may prove friends hereafter. Fare you 
well ! 

Pkgs. Why did you seize his sword, sir ? 

Ces. To perform 

What my father bade me ; I have for the present 
Ta’en away his use of fighting. 

Pligs. Better so, ■ 

Than take that which your father meant ! 

{Exeunt all but Mentivole. 
''■Mmt. Was ever the like usage? Oh, that ring, 
Dearer than life ! whither is honour fled ? 

Cesario, thou’rt unmanly in each part. 

To seize my sword first, and then split my heart 
r ' , ; ’ {Exit. 
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SCENE IL 


A Room in the Inn.^ 


Enter Host and Clown. 

Host. Thy master, that lodges here in my Os- 
teria, is a rare man of art; they say he’s a witch. 

Clown. A witch? nay, he’s one step of the lad- 
der to preferment higher ; he is a conjurer. 

Host. Is that his higher title ? 

Clown. Yes, I assure you ; for a conjurer is the 
devil’s master, and commands him; whereas a 
witch is the devil’s prentice, and obeys him. 

Host. Bound prentice to the devil ? 

Clown. Bound and enroll’d I assure you, he can- 
not start; and therefore I would never wish any 
gentleman to turn witch. 

^ Seward turns this, and all other low scenes, into the most ri- 
diculous verse, and of course very liberally employs contractions, 
omissions, and additions. The last editors follow his example^ 
Any reader who wishes to have his ear tormented, and his metri- 
cal faculties put to the test, is referred to the editions of 1750 and 
1778, One or two lines may be quoted from the former to prove 
Seward’s uncommon powers of enunciation : — 

H’ must go to the herald for new arms, believe it— 

F a gallery : a milliner has choice— 

To b" seen (that’s woman) but her upper part. — 

’Twas less sin fT us to comn him with money.— 

Geneva ! 

QliCijam satis / , ^ 



Lumn. Jooth ways, on my reputation. 

Host. So ’tis to be understood : Ikit they say 
ladies there take physic for fashion. 

Ckum. Yes, sir, and many times die to keep 
fiishioii. 

Most. How ! Die to keep fashion ? 

Clown. Yes ; I have known a lady sick of the 
small-pox, only to keep her face from pit-holes, 
take cold, strike them in again, kick up the heels, 
and vanish. 

Host. There was a kicking up the heels with a 
witness ! 

Cbnvn. No, sir ; I confess a good face has many 
times been the motive to the kicking up of the 
heels with a witness, but this was not. 
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Why, man ? 

Clown. Oh, he loses his gentility by it ; the de- 
vil in this case cannot help him ; he must go to 
the herald for new arms, believe it. 

Host. As I am true innkeeper, yet a gentie- 
man born, I’ll ne'er turn witch for that" trick ! 
And thou hast been a great traveller ? 

Clown. No, indeed, not I, sir. 

ifr/sf. Come, you are modest. 

Clown. No, I am not modest ; for I told you a 
lie, that you might the better understand I have 
been a traveller. 

Host. So, sir ! They say your master’s a great 
physician too ? 

Clorwn. He was no fool told you that, I assure 
you. 

Host. And you have been in England ? But 
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Enter Hostess and Bia'sck. 

Host. Here come my wife and daughter. 

Clown. Yovi have a pretty commodity of this 
night- worm. 

Host. Why, man? 

Cbmn. She is a pretty lure to draw custom to 
your ordinary. 

Host. Dost think I keep her to that purpose ? 

Clown. When a dove-house is empty, there is 
cumin-seed used to purloin from the rest of the 
neighbours; in England you have several ada- 
mants® to draw in spurs and rapiers f one keeps 
silk-worms in a gallery ; a milliner has choice of 
monkies and paraketoes; another shews bawdy 
East Indian pictures, worse than ever were Are- 
tine’s ; a goldsmith keeps his wife wedged into 
his shop like a mermaid, nothing of her to be seen 
(that’s woman) but her upper part. 

Host. Nothing but her upper part ? 

Clown. Nothing but her upper bodice, and he 
lives at the more heart’s ease. 

' ^ Adamants,}' That is, ' magnets. ; In A Midsuramer-Nighfs 
Dream, Helen says — ; 

You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant ; 

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
’ Is true as steel/* 

draw in spurs and rapiers.] In Ben Jonsoi/s Alchemist is 
the same idea : Subtle says to Abel Drugger,— 

Beneath your threshold bury me a 
To draw in gallants that wear sj?wr5/*----Ed. 1778. 

In the CIown% speech we have a curious description of the out- 
landish wonders with which shopkeepers attracted the notice of 
customers, by exhibiting them' in the 'Windows. The, snakes and 
crocodiles in apothecaries* shops, (and perhaps also the golden 
birds of paradise oyer those of mercers) are the only remnants of 
the practice. ^ ' 
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Host. What’s the reasoo ? 
down. Because her nether part can give no 
temptation. By your leave, sir, i’ll tend my mas- 
ter, and instantly be with you for a cup of cher- 
ally* this hot weather. [AuzV. 

Host. A nimble- pated rascal ! — Come hitlierj 
daughter; 

When W'as Cesario here ? 

JBian, Sir, not this fortnight. 

Host. I do not like his visits ; commonly 
He comes by owl-light ; both the time and man- 
ner is 

Suspicious ; I do not like it. 

Bian. Sir, the gentleman 
Is every way so noble, that you need not 
Question his intent of coming : Though you did, 
Pray, sir, preserve that good opinion of me. 

That, though the custom of the place I was born in 
Alakes me familiar to every guest, 

I shall in all things keep myself a stranger 
To the vices they bring with them. 

Hostess. Right, my daughter ! 

She has the right strain of her mother. 

Of her mother ? 

An I would speak, I know from whence she took it. 
When I was as young, I was as honest. 

Hostess. Leave your prating, and study to be 
drunk, and abuse your guests over and over ! 

® CheraltyJ] With the nature of this liquor I am utter! juna c- 
quainted. A conjecture has however occurred, that cliera!!^ may 
be a parting cup, formed from the French words, cher and aHer. 
In Scotch, bonalais has the same meaning, and is a corruption 
from bon aliez* The conjecture is made at hazard^ and by no 
means offered as an incontrovertible explanatiorif 
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Enter ForobCsco and Clown. ^ 

Host. Peace, wife ; my honourable guest ! 

For. My endear’d landlord, and the rest of the 
compliments o’ the house ! 

Host, Breakfast is ready, sir ; it waits only the 
tide of your stomach. 

Clown. And mine gapes for’t, like a stale oyster. 

Host. Ere you go to bed,® fail not of that I pray. 

[Eareunt all hut Forobosco and Clown. 

For. We will instantly be with you. — Now we 
are all fellows ; Nine o’clock, and no clients come 
yet? Sure thou dost not set up bills enough. 

Clmn. I have set up bills in abundance. 

For. What bills? 

Clmn. Marry, for curing of all diseases, reco- 
very of stolen goods, and a thousand such impos- 
sibilities. 

For. The place is unlucky. 

Clowd. No, certain ’tis scarcity of money; do 
■not you hear the lawyers complain of it? Men 
have as much malice as e’er they had to wrangle, 
but they have no money. — Whither should this 
money be travell’d _ 

For. To the devil, I think. 

Chrm. ’Tis with his cofferer I am certain, that’s 
the usurer. 

S Ereyougotobedtfdlnoiqf tMti lpras.l These words have 
hitherto been made a continuation of the Clown’s speech ; but 
from him they seem devoid of meaning. If spoken by the Host^ 
aside, we may very well understand by them that the Clown 

Jor his hreakfa^ even before he goes to bed.— SA. 177S. 

The suppositiozi of Mason is more probable, that the words al- 
lude to some directions which tha Host is giving to his wife, 

’ Traulaunctfl Corrected in the second folio. 
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For. Our clieating does not prosper so well as 

St ivas wont to do. • , , , in 

Cfa. No, sure. Why, m England vyc cmdu 

cozen ’em as familiarly, as if wc bad travel! <i w ith 

a brief, or a lottery. 

Tor. Ill the Low-Countries we dul pretty well. 
Clown. So, so, as long as we kept the mop-head- 
ed butter-boxes sober; marry, when they were 
drmik, then they grew buzzards : i ou slioukl 
have them reel their heads together, and delibe- 
rate 1 A"our Dutchman, indeed, when he is foxed, 
is like a fox ; for when he’s sunk in drink, quite 
earth to a man’s thinking, ’tis full exchange-time 
with him, then he’s subtlest. But your Switzer, 
’twas nothing to cheat him. 

For. Nothing. 

Cloten. No, nor conscience to be made ot it ; 
for since nature aforehand cozen d him of his wit, 
’twas the less sin for us to cozen him of his money. 

For. But these Italians are most mnible-pated; 
we must have some new trick f'oi them. 1 pro- 
test, but that our Hostess daughter is a sweet 
lass, and draws great resort to thhliouse, wc were 
as good draw teeth a-horseback. 

Clown. I told ’em in the market-place you could 
conjure, and nobody would believe me ; but, ere 
long, I will make ’em believe you can conjure with 

such a figuary H , tt- i 

For. What language shall’s conjure in ? Higii- 

Dutch, I think, that’s full in the moutli. 

* Yout Dutchman, indeed, when he i$ foxed.J A cant phras® . 

for- drunk* * * So in Middleton's comedy. Any Tiling for a Qmi 
Life,"**** Such a day I with foolish meihegliiij iri the com*- , , 

pany of certain Welsh chapmen.'* 

^ This is the old %vord for 

, p 
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Cloxvn. No, no, Spanish; that roars best, and 
will appear more dreadful. 

For. Pry thee tell me thy conceit thou hast to 
sull them. 

Clown. No, no, I will not stale it f but, iny 
dear je ws- trump, for thou art but my instrument, 
I am the plotter, and when we have cozen’d ’em 
most tightly, thou shalt steal away the innkeep- 
er’s daughter, I’ll provide myself of another move- 
able ; and we will most purely retire ourselves to 
Geneva. 

For., Thou art the compass I sail by. [Es;eunt, 


SCENE III. 


A Street, 


: Baptista MENifvdiEiSfe 

Bapt. Was ever expectation of so noble 
A requital answered with such contumely 
A wild Numidian, that had suck’d a tigress, 
Would not have been so barbarous ; Did he threat 
To cut thy hand off? 

Ment. Yes, sir; and his slaves 
Were ready to perform’t. 

Bapt. What hinder’d it ? 

Ment, Only his son’s entreaty. 

Bapt. Noble youth ! 

* No, nop I- not steal jf.j Corrected la 1750* 
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I wish thou wert not of his blood ; thy pity 
Gives me a hope thou art not. 

Merit. You mistake, sir; 

The injury that follow’d from the son 
Was worse than the father’s : He did first disarm. 
And took from me a jewel, which 1 prize 
Above my hand or life. 

Bapt. Take thy sword from thee? 

He stole it like a thief rather ; he could not 
1’ th’ field deprive thee of it. 

Merit. He took it from me. 

And sent me forth so thin, and fu unmade-up. 

As if I had been a footboy. . \ i 

Bapt. Oh, my fury! 

I must now ask thee forgiveness, that my rash- 
ness, 

Bred out of too much friendship, did expose thee 
To so imminent, a danger ; which I vow 
1 will revenge on the whole family. 

All the calamities of my whole life, 

My banishment from Genoa, my wife’s loss, 
Compared to tliis indignity, is nothing; 

Their family shall repair’t; it shall be to them 
Like a plague, when the dog-star reigns most hot ! 
An Italian’s revenge may pause, but is ne’er for- 
got. [E,vit. 

Merit. I would I had conceal’d this from my fa- 
ther. 

For my interest in Clarissa 1 My care now 
Must be to untangle this division, 

That our most equal flames may be united : 

And from these various and perturbed streams, 
Rise, like a sweet morn, after terrible dreams. 
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SCENE IV. 


A Room in the House ^ Alberto. 


JJwifer Ceaeissa Cesaeio. 

Ckr. Brother, I am happy in your recovery, 
Ces. And I, sister, 

Am ever best pleased in your happiness. 

But I miss a toy should be on your finger. 

Clar. My ring! 

This morning when I wash’d, I put it oiFj 
’Tis in my window. 

Ces. Where’s your looking-glass ? 

Clar. Here, sir. 

Ces. ’Tis a fair one. 

Clm\ ’Tis pure crystal. 

Ces. Can a diamond cut in crystal i' Let me see ; 
I’ll grave my name in’t. 

Clar. Oh, you’ll spoil my glass.® 

Ces. Would you not have your brother in your 
eye? 

I had thought he had been planted in your heart* 

s Clar. Oh, y oil ll spoil my glass. 

Would ^ou not have your brother in your eye f 
Ces, Fd thought^ This second line evidently belongs 
to Cesario^ thoogh given in the former editions to 0ans5C5. Mr 
Sympson and Mr Theobald concurred in this correction.««-5eu?^2rd 
It must be recollected that looking-glasses were worn at the 
girdle at the time. In Massioger^s City-Madam, Lady Frugal, ^ 
Anne, Mary, and Miliisent, entw with looking-glasses at their 
girdles/'' Clarissa, in the text, 'was 'evidently provided with one 
also. 
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Look you ; the diamond cuts quaintly ; you are 
cozen’d, 

Ymir crystal is too brittle. 

L/an ’Tis the ring [..‘/..Ak 

I gave unto I\]entivoIe ! sure, the same !— 

A’on put me to amazement, sir, and horror : 

Ilou came you by that ring? 

Ces. Does the blood rise ? 

Ciar. Pray, sir, resolve me, (oh, for pity do) 
And take from me a trembling at the heart, 

That else will kill me i for I too much fear 
Kothing- but death could ravish it from his hand 
That wore it. 

Ces. Was it given to IMentivole 
On that condition ? 

Clrir. Tel! me of his health first, 

And then I’ii tell you any thing. . 

Cex. By my life, he’s well y 
In better health than I am. 

Clar. Then, it was, sir. 

Ces. Then shall 1 ever hate thee, oh, thou false 
one ! 

Hast thou a faith to give unto a friend, 

And break it to a brother? Did I not. 

By all the ties of blood, importune thee 
Kever to part with it without iny knowledge? 
Thou inight'st have given it to a muietteer. 

And made a contract with him in a stable, 

At as cheap a price of my vengeance ! Never more 
Shall a wmman’s trust beguile me : A'ou are ail 
Like relics ; you may well be look’d upon, 

But come a man to th’ handling of you once, 

You tali in pieces! 

Ciar. Dear sir, I have no way 
Look’d either beneath reason, or myself, 

In my tdection : There’s parity in our blood, 

And in our fortunes; ancient amity 

Betwixt our parents ; to which wants nothing, but 


i 
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The fruit of blessed marriage between us, 

To add to their posterities. Nor does now 
Any impeachment rise, except the sad 
And unexpected qfuarrel, which divided 
So noble and so excellent a ffiendship, 

Which, as I ne’er had magic to foreseCj 
So I could not prevent. , 

Ces, Well, you must give me leave 
To have a hand in your disposing ; I shall, 

In the absence of my father, be your guardian ; 
His suit must pass through my office. Mentivole? 
He has too much of my blood already ; he has, 
And he gets no more of't.~ Wherefore weep you, 
mother? 

Enter Mariana and a Sailor, 

Mar. ’Tis occasion’d by a sorrow 
Wherein you have a child’s part, and the ttiainest ; 
Your father’s dead. , 

O-s. Dead? 

JA/r. There is one can relate the Fest. 

Sailor. I can, sir; your father’s drown’d, 

Most unfortunately drown’d. 

Ces. How? in a tempest? 
jS’ai'for, No, sir, in a calm. 

Calm as this evening ; The gunner, being drunk, 
Forgot to fasten the ordnance to their ports, 
When came a sudden gust, which tumbled them 
All to the starboard side, o’erturn’d the ship, 

And sunk her in a moment ; some six men 
That were upon the deck were saved; the rest 
Perish’d with your father. 

Cla7\ Oh, my dearest father ! 

Ces. I pray thee, leave, us. [E.vit Sailor, 

Mar. I have a sorrow of another nature 
Equal to the former. 
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Ces. And most commonly 
They come together. 

Mar. The family of the Baptisfi 
Are grown to faction, and upon (iistaste 
Of the injury late offer VI in mv house, 

Have vow’d a most severe and fell revenge 
’Gainst all our family, but especially 
'Gainst you, my dear Cesario. 

Ces. Let them threat ; 

I am prepared to oppose them. 

3iar. And is your loss then 
Of so easy an estimation ? What comfort 
Have I but in your life ? and your late danger 
Presents before me what I am to suffer, 

Shoukl you miscarry : Therefore I'll advise yon, 
When the funeral is over, you would travel; 
Both to prevent their fury, and wear out 
The injury. 

Ces.’ No, mother, I will not travel — 

So in my absence he may marry my sister— 

[_Askk, 

I will not travel, certain. 

Mar, Oh, my Cesario, 

Whom I respect and love ’bove my own life, 
Indeed with a kind of dotage 1 he shall never 
Go forth o’ doors, but the contrary faction will 
Endanger his life ; and then am I most wretched ! 
l am thinking of a strange prevention, 

Which I shall witness with a bleeding eye ; 
Fondness sometimes is worse than cruelty. [E.rlf. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


A Room in the Inn. 


Enter Host, Hostess, and Bianca. 

Host. Haunted, my house is haunted with gob- 
lins! I shall be frighted out of my wits, and set 
up a sign only to invite carriers and foot- posts, 
scarecrows to keep oif the cavalry/ and gentry 
of the best rank. I will nail up my doors, and 
wall up ’my girl, wife, like an anchoress, or she 
will be ravished before our faces by rascals and 
cacafugoes/ wife, cacafugoes ! 

Hostess. These are your incomes ! Remember 
your own proverb, The savour of every gain smelt 
sweet : Thank nobody butyourself for this trouble ! 

Host. No galling, dear spouse, no galling ! every 
day’s new vexation abates me two inches in the 
waist; terrible penance for an host!— ^Girl, girl, 
which of all this gallimaufry® of man’s flesh ap- 

^ Cai^alne.l This word is here evidently used in the original 
sense of knighthood^ the cavaliers, from Sp.; cheva« 

iem^ Fi\ . .. „ 

^ Cacqfugoes,'^ From the Spanish caC(^e|fo; similar to our 
phrase, spitfire. Hence the name of Cacatbgo in Rule a Wife and 
Have a Wife* 

s Gallimaufry i, e* Medley*\ So- in Alexander and 

Caropaspe*— Thus witiisayings,^- not with meat, he maketh 

limafreyd 
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pears tolerable to tliy choice ? speak shortly, a;ul 
speak truly ! I must and will know', must and 
will. ! hear yon that ? 

ii/aw. Sir, be not jealous of my care and duty! 
I am so far from entertaining thouglits 
Of liberty, rh.at much more excellent objects 
Than any of such coarse contents as these are, 
Could not betray mine eye to force my heart 
Conceive a wish of any dearer happiness 
Tiian your direction warrants. I am yours, sir. 

Hostess. What thinks the man now ? Is not this 
strange at thirteen ? 

Host. Very good words ; there’s a tang® in ’em, 
and a sweet one ; ’tis music, wife ; and now I 
come t’ye. Let us a little examine the several 
conditions of our paragraphistical suitors ! The 
first a travelling tailor, who, by the mystery of his 
needle and thimble, hath survey’d the fashions of 
the I'rench and English ; this Signor Gingerbread, 
stitch'<l up in the shreds of a gaudy outside, sows 
linings witii his cross-legg’d compliment, like an 
ape doing tricks over a stalf, cringes, andcrouchesy 
anti kisses Ifis fore-finger. 

Hostess. Out upon him! 

Host. A second, a lavoltetere, asaltatorjp a dan- 
cer with a kit' at his bum ; one that, by teaching 
great madonnas to foot it, has miracuiously pur- 
cliased a ribanded waistcoat, and four clean pair 
of socks ; a fellow that skips as he walks, and in- 

9 Tkere^s a img in. This was the ancient manner of spel!" 
ing ami pronouncing 

. * A second^ a lavoUetcre, a saltatofy^ a dancer xcitk a ki!,] A 
Mi is a siiuill violin. The tena of iav&itciere is deriveti from tlic 
lavonritc dance which Sir^oim .Davies thus describes^' 
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stead of sensible discourse, vents tlie curious con> 
ceit of some new tune stolen from a masque, or a 
bawdy ditty, elevated for the pole arctick of a 
lady’s chamber ; in that file stands another of 
your inamoratoes. 

Hostess. Hang him and his fiddle together! he 
never fiddles any child of ours. 

Host. The third, a mongrel, got by a Switzer 
on an Italian ; this puppy, being left well estated, 
comes to Florence, that tlie world may take notice 
how impossible it is for experience to alter the 
course of nature; a fool, wife! and, indeed, a 
clown turn’d gallant seldom or never proves other 
than a gallant fool ; this toy prates to little pur- 
pose other than — What's o'clock ? Shall' s go drink ? 
D'ye forsooth ? and Thank ye heartily. I fear no 
art in him to catch thee ; and yet we must be tor- 
mented with this buzzard amongst the rest. 

Hostess. ’Tis your own folly ; forbid him the 
house. 

Host. The fourth, a mule-driver, a stubborn and 
a harsh knave ; the fifth, a schoolmaster, a very 
amorous pedant, run almost mad with study of 
sonnets, and compliments out of old play-ends ; 

Yet is tliere one, tbe most delighifal kind^ 

A lofty jumping or a leaping round, 

Where arm in ann> two dancers are entwin’d, 

And whirl themselves in strict embracements round. 
And still their feet an anapest do sound : 

An anupest is all their music-song. 

Whose first two feet are short, and third is long.’^ 

The tlance is certainly similar to " the German tvaiiz, but by no 
means identical with it, as Mr Gifford has imagined. The leaps 
seem io have been higher, and the music, as described in the iast 
three lines, which that commentator does not quote, is of a very 
different nature* ' 

Run £i!most mad tvUh stud^of sovntts<»\ AH' the Host’s part hi 
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the last, an advocate’s clerk, that speaks pure 
fustian in law-terms : Excellent courtiers all, and 
all as neat as a magnifico's post new painted, at 
his entrance to an office! Thou slialt have none 
of ’em. Laugh at 'em, do ! 1 say, thou shalt have 
^one of ’em. 


tliis scene, as the conjuror's in others, has been hitherto printed 
as prose ; but the reader will see, that without any strain (for! 
have scarce added or struck out a single expletive) it runs into an 
affected hobbling verse, which to me seems to add great Imniour 
to "almost every sentiment, .giving a comic dignity to the whole, 
W'hich is of ail drolleiy the most laudable. In this line a mono- 
syilable seems evidently dropt, for the epithet riew not only fflls 
the measure, but makes a proper antithesis to the old in the next 
line, whicii is a prooigof i'ts having been original iy a 'verse. — 
arird.:, 

ff'hoiigh this note is just in the main, yet there are two things in 
it winch ctili for animadversion. In the lirst place, the word nem 
is not neces-sury to the measure, nor have we a right to create 
mi anfitlicsk- In the second, though hlr Seward says he has not 
used strain^ he has here (as in' all other parts of his edition) 
interpoiatvd. omitted^ and slaii^hfcred words (similar instances see 
at the end of Wit without .Money) in a manner unprecedented 
and unparalleled — bid. 177^^- 

We have here the most extraordinary avowal by Seward, wliicfi, 
however, is so far erroneous, that what he calls metrifying the 
prose of the old hook ** without any strain,*^ is in fact .such as 
must prove the most complete disregard of authority in Ins mind, 
and the most unmusical composition of his auricular organs#. In 
a previous page, the reader has. had an opportunity to judge of 
these little innocent freedoms";' but there are a few lines in Ins 
copy which are such delectable instances of harmonious contrac- 
tions, that I must submit them to the trial of the reader's risible 
faculties* — 

keep off th' cavalry, and. gentry of the best rank.— 
Betore our faces b* rascals and cacafugoes— 

Cringes and crouches, hid kisses his foreffoger.''^-*- 

That BlfColman could have suffered these. speeches to reinaioTii ' 
metre, contrary to authority . anej,' common sense, iiiust appear 
wonderful to any one who reads.- them in his edition. ; 



Still your command to me shall stand a 
law. . 

Host. Now they throng like so many horse- 
courses at a fair, in clusters about the man of 
art, for love-powders, ingredients, potions, coun- 
sels, postures, compliments, philters, the devil 
and the — How now ? tumults, batteries, noise ? 

[Cbzon cries within. 

For, {Within.l Ha, get from my sight P 
Enter FoROBoscbj and Clown with Ms Head blood;}/. 

Clown. Murder me, do ; pound me to mummy^ 
do ! see what will come on’t. 

Fo}\ Dog, leave thy snarling, or I’ll cut thy 
tongue out ! 

Thou unlick’d bear, darestthou yet stand my fury, 
My generous rage ? yet ? By the sulphurous damps 
That feed the hungry and incessant darkness. 
Which curls around the grim Alastor’s back, 
Mutter again, and with one powerful word, 
ru call an host up from the Stygian- lakes, 

Shall waft thee to the Acherontic fens;. 

Where, choak’d with mists as black as thy impos- 
tures, . 

Thou shalt live still a-rdying 1 

Clown. Conjure me to the devil, an you can ! I 
live in hell upon earth already : An you had any 
mercy, you would not practise upon a kind heart 
thus. 

Host. You have drawn blood from him, signor ; 
is his offence unpardonable ? 

3 Ha, gei from my sight.'i This has been made the conclusion 
of the speech, which evidently belongs to forehmo as he 

enters. — Seward, 



444 , 


THE FAIR .MA.ID OF [Act IK. 

For. A lump of ignorance, (pray speak not for 
him) ... 

A drowsy grossness ! In all Christian kingdoms, 
The mention of my art, Joy practice, 

i\lerit, and glory, hath begot at once 
Delight and wonder.—Fil not be entreated ; 

Spare intercession for him !“Oh, thou scorn 
Of learning, shame of duty, must thy sloth 
Draw my just fame in question " I discharge 
Thee from' my service ; see me no more henceibrth ! 

Clmcn. Discharge me r Is that my year’s wages ? 
i’il not be so ansvvered. 

For. Not, camel? sirrah, I am liberal to thee, 
Thou hast thy life ; be gone I 

Clown. Vengeance, sweet vengeance ! 

For. Do ye mumble? 

Clown, rfl be revenged, monstrously, suddenly, 
and insatiably : My bulk begins to swell. 

For. Ilomotoknton, Pragmatophoros, Jldiostyco- 
raw ! 

Cloton. Call up your spinfs 1 1 defy ’em ! Well, 
III have law for my broken pate, (twelve ounces 
of pure blood, troy-weight) in despite of thee my 
master, and thy master the grand devil himself ; 
Findkta, mjidkta I _ [Ewit. 

Host. Signor, you are exceeding moved. 

Hostess. Mercy upon us, what terrible words 
thou talk’st ! 

For. A slave, a cur ! — But be not you affrighted, 
Young virgin! ’twere an injury to sweetness, 
Should any rough sound draw from your cheeks 
The precious tincture which makes Nature proud . 
Of her own workmanship. ; 

Host, Wife, mark ; mark that, wife ! 

Bian. Shake then your anger off, sir. 



.Scene I.] 


THE INN. 


Fo7\ You command it, 

Pair one. Mine Host and Hostess, witlry our leaves, 
I have a motion jointly to you all. 

Hostess. An honest one, I hope. 

Host. Well put in, vvifel 

Fo7\ a very necessary one : The mess 
And half of suitors, that attend to usher 
Their love’s sir-reverence to your daughter, wait 
With one consent, which can best please her eye 
In offering at a dance : I have provided 
\Music ; and ’twill be something, I dare promise, 
Worthy your laughter. Shall they have admit- 
tance? 

Host. By any means ; for I am persuaded the 
manner will be so ridiculous, that it will confirm 
the assurance of their miserable fooleries: But 
no longer trouble with ’em here, than they are in 
these May-games ! 

For. So I am resolved. 

Hostess. Nor any wise word of senseless love ! 

For. Not any ; I have charm’d them. Did you 
see how they prepared themselves, how they stroke 
up their foretops, how they justle for the looking- 
glass to set their faces by it, (see, they master!) 
you would look for some most impossible antic. 

Filter Tailor, Dancer, Muktteer, Schoolmaster, 

Clerk, ^ Coxcomb ; all with several Papers, and 

present them to Forobosco. 

Host. So, so, so, so ! here flutter the nest of hor- 
nets, the hotch-potch of rascality : Now, now, 

5 Schoolmaster, Clerk.] I have added ibo Coxcomb to the num- 
ber, Mr Sympson having justly observed that the and a half 
of ivitors were evidently six, agd as the Coxcomb is oce o! them 
in the, next scene, in wiiich they appear, and is the second in foro- 
busco’s list, he ougiit evidently to have a place here. 
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now, nov/ ? The dunghill of corrupt ion hath yawn’d 
forth the burden of abomination. I am vex'd, 
vex’d to the sou! ; will rid my house of tiiis uu- 
christen’d fry, and never open iny doors again. 
For. Some other time ; i'U give no ;m,s'.ver now, 
But have preferred your suits; here shew your 
cunning. 

First, every one in order do lus honour 
To the fair mark you shoot at ; courtiy, courtly, 
Convey your several loves in lively measure: 
Come, let us take our seats. Some sprightly mu- 
sic i 

Ilosif. Dance all and part ; ’tis a very necessaiy 
farewell. 

They all make ridiculous congees to Bianca, rank 
ihnnsdvcs., and dance in several ]miu 7 'cs ; during 
the dance, enter Cesakio, and stands off. 

Host. Well done, my lusty bloods, preciously 
well done! (3nc lusty rouse of wine, and take 
leave on ail sides ! 

CV.r. Thanks for your revels, gentlemen! accept 
This gold, and drink as freely as you danced. 
Host. I\{y noble Lord Cesario ? Cleat the rooms, 
sirs! 

For. Away ; attend your answers. 

[Exeunt Jkonomsco and suitors. 
Ces. With your favour, 

Rolando, I would change a word or two 
With your fair daughter. 

Host. At your lordship’s pleasure. — Come, wife, 
no muttering I Have a care, girl ! — My love, ser- 
vice, and duty to your good lordship ! 

[Exeunt Flost and Hostess. 
Ces. My often visits, sw'eet Bianca, cannot 
But constantly inform thy judgment wherein 


Thy happiness consists : For to steal minutes 
From great employments, to converse with beauty, 
Lodged in so mean a fortune ; to lay by ’ 

Consideration of the unequal distance 
Between my blood and thine ; to shun occasions 
Of courtship with the ladies of the time, 

Noble and fair, only for love to thee ; 

Must of necessity invite a tenderness, 

As low as Nature could have stamp’d a bondwo- 
man’s, 

To entertain quick motions of rare gratitude 
For my uncommon favours. 

£ian. ’Deed, my lord. 

As far as my simplicity can lead me, 

1 freely thank your courtesies. 

Ces. To thank them 
Is to reward them, pretty one. 

£ian. Then teach me 

How 1 may give them back again : In truth 
I never yet received a pair of gloves, 

A trifling ring, from any that expected 
An equal satisfaction, but as willingly 
I parted with the gift unto the owner, 

As he bestow’d it. 

Ce^. But I pour before thee 
Such plenties, as it lies not in the ability 
Of thy whole kindred to return proportionable, 
One for a thousand. 

JBian. You, my lord, conclude 
For my instruction : To engage a debt 
Beyond a possibility of payment, 

I ever thought a sin ; and therefore justly, , 
Without conceit of scorn, or curious rudeness, 

I must refuse your bounty. 

Ce^. Canst thou love ? 

Love! is there such a word in any lan- 
guage 
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That carries honest sense ? 

Ce^. Never dwelt Ignorance _ ^ {Aside, 

In so sweet-shaped a building ! — Love, Bianca., 

Is that firm knot which ties two hearts iu one : 
Shall ours be tied so ? 

Bian. Use a plainer word. 

My lord ; instead of /ic-v, say marries hearts ; 
Then 1 may understand. 

Cts. Their hearts are married, 

Whose interchange of pleasures and endrraces, 
Soft kisses, and the privacies of sweets, 

Keeps constant league together; when tempta- 
tion 

Of great men's oaths and gifts shall urge con- 
tempt, 

Rather than batter resolution : Novelty 
Of sights, or taste of new delights in wantonness, 
Breeds surfeit more than appelite in any 
Reserved to noble vows : Aly excellent maid, 
Live thou but true to me, and my contents, 

Mine only, that no partner may partake 
The treasure of those sweets thy youth yet glo« 
lies in. 

And I will raise thy lowness to abundance 
Of all varieties ; and more triumph 
In such a mistress, than great princes doting 
On truth-betraying wives. 

Bkn. Thus to yield up then 
The cottage of my virtue, to be swallow'd 
By some hard-neighbouring landlord, such as you 
are, 

Is in effect to love? A lord so vicious ? 

Oh, where shall Innocence find some poor dwell" 

■n . 

Free from Temptation’s tyranny 
C«. , Nay, pr’ythee ! 
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$ian. Gay clothes, high feeding, easy beds of 
lust, * 

Change of unseemly sights, with base discourse, 
Draw curses on your palaces: For my part, 

This I will be confirm’d in ; I will eat 
The bread of labour, know no other rest 
Than what is earn’d from honest pains, ere once 
more 

Lend ear to your vile toils Sir, ’would you were 
As noble in desires, as 1 could be 
In knovving virtue ! Pray do not afflict 
A poor soul thus. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Ces. I swear To me ? [Bianca goes off. 

Gent. The duke, my lord, commands your speedy 
presence, 

For answering aggrievances late urged 
Against you b^y your mother. 

Ces. By my mother ? 

Gait. The court is near on sitting. 

Ces. I wait on it, sir. , [Exeunt, 

^ To your mk toils*] Mr Sympson would read tales for toils^ 
which I cannot assent to; for small inconsistencies in metaphor are 
too common with all nervous writers, to be supposed corruptions 
of the press, — Seward, 
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SCENE 11. 


An Apartment hi the Palace, 


Duke, Magistrates, Secretary, and’RkvnstA, dis, 
covered sitting, Mentuole standing by, xdih 
Attendants. 

Puke. What waste of biood, what tumultSj what 
divisions, 

What outrages, what uproars in a state, 

Factions, though issuing from mean springs at first, 
JIave (not restrain'd) floweet to, the sad example 
At Home, between the Ursins and Colonnas, 

Nay, here at home, in Florence, 'twixt the Ncii 
Ami the Bianchi, can too mainly witness. 

I sit not at the helm, my lords, of sovereignty. 
Deputed pilot for the commonwealth, 

To sleep whilst others steer, as their wild fancies 
Shall counsel, by the compass of disorders. 
Baptista, this short preface is directed 
Chiefly to you : The petty brawls and quarrels 
Bate urged betwixt the Alberti and your family. 
Must (yes and shall) like tender unknit joints, ” 
Fasten again together of themselves ; 

Or, like an angry surgeon, we will use 
The roughness of our justice, to cut off 
The stubborn rancour of the limbs offending ? 

BapL Most gracious Florence 

Puke. Our command was signified, • 
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That neither of the followers of each party 
Should appear here wilh weapons. 

Bapt. ’Tis obey’d, sir. 

On my side 

Duke, We must leave the general cause 
Of state employments, to give ear to bi'awls 
Of some particular grudges ; politic government 
For tutor’d princes ! But no more ! henceforth 
Our frown shall check presumption, not our cle- 
mency. 


Mariana and Clarissa at one Door, Ce- 
SARio at the other. 


Mar. All blessings due to unpartial princes 
Crown Florence with eternity of happiness ! 

\They kneel. 

Ces. If double prayers can double blessings, 
great sir, 

Mine join for your prosperity with my mother’s. 
Duke. Rise botli ! Now briefly, lady, without 
circumstance, 

Deliver those aggrievances, which lately 
Your importunity possess’d ’ our counsel 
Were fit for audience, wherein you petition’d 
You might be heard without an advocate, 

Which boon you find is granted. 

Mar. Though divided 

I stand between the laws of Truth and Modesty, 
Yet let my griefs have vent! yet the clearness 
Of strange necessity requires obedience 
To nature and your mercy 1 In my weeds 
Of mourning, emblems of too-dear misfortunes, 

’ Pos'sess’tZ.] That is, inforsoed, acquainted. So in Twelfth 
"Night : — “ Possesfi us, possess us, tell ns something of him.” 
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Badges of griefs, and widowhood, tlic burden 
Of my charged soul must be laid dowir before you ; 
Wherein, if strict opinion cancel shame, 

My frailty is my plea.®— Stand forth, young man, 
Aiid hear'a story that will strike all reason 
Into amazement ! 

Ce.v. I attend, 
il/ar. Alberto, 

(Peace dwell upon his ashes ! still the husband 
Of my remembrance and unchanging vows) 

Has, by his deatli, left to his heir possession 
Of fair revenue, which this young man claims 
As his inheritance. I urged him gently. 

Friendly, and privately, to grant a partage * 

Of this estate to her who owns it all, 

This his supposed sister. 

How ! supposed ? 

Pray, madam, recollect yourself. 

M/r. Tlie relish 

Of a strange trutli begins to work like physic 
Already : 1 have bitterness to mingle 
With these preparatives, so deadly loathsome 
It will quite choak digestion ; shortly hear it: 
Cesario, (for 1 dare not rob unjustly 
The poor soul of his name) this, this Cesario, 
Neither for father had Alberto, me 
For mother, nor Clarissa for his sister. 

Ckir, IHiother, oh, mother I 
Me/it. 1 am in a dream sure I 

^ if strict opinion cancel shame^ 

M^fraik^ is my pku,'] The meaning' of this sentence appears 
to i»e to be this : If the strictness of my principles gets the better 
of my shame^ and induces me to reveal what 1 should blush to 
confess^ let my frailty, plead my excase*“ilfc^o». 

A sharej> a division, Tlie word is now obsolete. 
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•Dw/ce-. No interruptions ! — Lady, on.’ 

Mar. Mistake not, 

Great Duke of Tuscany, or the beginning 
Or process of this novelty : My husband, 

The now deceased Alberto, from his youth 
Inured to an impatiency and roughness 
Of disposition, when not many months 
After our marriage were worn out, repined 
At the unfruitful barrenness of youth, 

Which, as he pleased to term it, cut our hopes off 
From blessing of some issue : To prevent it, 

I grew ambitious of no fairer honour 
Than to preserve his love ; and as occasions 
Still call’d him from me, studied in his absence 
How I might frame his welcome home with com- 
fort. ■ 

At last I feign’d myself with child ; the message 
Of freedom, or relief, to one half starved 
In prison, is not utter’d with such greediness 
Of expectation and delight, as this was 
To my much-affected lord : His care, his goodness, 
(Pardon me, that I use the word) exceeded 
All former fears. The hour of my deliverance. 

As I pretended, drawing near, I fashion’d 
My birth rites * at a country garden house, 

Where then my falconer’s wife was brought a-bed 

’ jVo interruptions, lady, on After this the two following 
speeches occur in the first folio : 

Maria. However, 

Bap. A faulkners sonne. 

As Mariana had not yet declared the parent of Cesario, Baptista 
could not have been acquainted with it, and the speeches must 
therefore either be omitted or transferred. 1 suspect they were 
crossed in the author’s autograyh of the play, and injudiciously 
restored in the first folio. 

® Mp 6j?’t/!-rights.] The spelling rectified by Seward, 
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Of this Cesario: Him I own’d for mine, 

Presented him unto a joyful father * 

Duke. Can you prove this true ? 

JA/r. Proofs I have most evident. 

But oh, the curse of my impatience ! shortly, 

Ere three new moons had spent tlieir borrow’d 
lights, 

I grew with-child indeed ; so just is Heaven ! 
The issue of which burden was this daughter. 
Judge now, most gracious prince, my lords, and 
you, 

What combats then, and since, I have endured, 
.Between a mother’s piety, and weakness 
Of a soul-trembling wife ! To have reveal’d 
This .secret to Alberto, had been danger 
Of ruin to my fame, besides the contHct 
Of his distractions ; now to have suppress’d it, 
Were to defeat my child, my only child, 

Of her most lawful honours, and inheritance. — • 
Cesario, thou’rt a man still ; education 
Hath moulded thee a gentleman ; continue so ! 
Let not this fall from greatness sink thee lower 
Than worthy thoughts may warrant ! yet disclaim 
All interest in Alberto’s blood ; thou hast not 
One drop of his or mine, , ; ' . 

Duke. Produce your witness ! rt i:v. ■ 'i •' * .»•)■ 
Mur. The falconer’s wife his reiser, aiid such 
women 

As waited then upon me, swfern to the privacy 
Of this great secret. 

Duke. Give them all their oaths. 

Ces. Oh, let me crave forbearance, gracious sir ! 
Vouchsafe me hearing 1 
thike, Speak, Cesario. 

Ce&, Thus long 

I have stood silent, and with no unwillingness 
Attended the Telation of my fall 
From a' fair fexpectation ; What I fear’d 
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(Since the first syllable this lady utter’d 
Of my not being hers) benevolent fates 
Have eased me of : For to be basely born, 

If not base-born, detracts not from the bounty 
Of Nature’s freedom, or an honest birth. 
Nobility claimed by the right of blood 
Shews chiefly, that our ancestors deserved ^ 
What we inherit ; but that man whose actions 
Purchase a real merit to himself, 

And ranks him in the file of Praise and Honour, 
Creates his own advancement : Let me want 
The fuel rvhich best feeds the fires of greatness, 
Lordly possessions I yet shall still my gratitude, 
By some attempts, of mention not unworthy, 
Endeavour to return a fit acquittance 
To that large debt I owe your favours, madam, 
And great Alberto’s memory and goodness. 

Oh, that I could as gently shake off passion 
For the loss of that great brave man,'* as I can 
shake off 

Remembrance of what once I was reputed ! 

I have not much to say ; this princely presence 
Needs not too strictly to examine further 
The truth of this acknowledgment : A mother 
Dares never disavow her only son ; 

And any woman must come short of piety, 

That can or disinherit her own issue, ' 

Or fears the voice of rumour for a stranger.— 
Madam, you have confess’d my father was 
A servant to your lord and you : By interest 
Of being his son, I cannot but claim justly 
The honour of continuing still my service 
To you and yours j which granted, I beg leave 

5 desired,] Amended in 1750. ■' 

4 ... — qf great hram 

of that Qpsc , Corrected bj Seward® 
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I may for this time be dismiss’d. 

Dnke. !5oki spirit ! 

Bapf. I love thee now with pity. 

Ditke. Go not yet! — 

A sudden tempest that might sliake a rock, 

Yet he stands firm against it ; much it moves 
me ! — 

He not Alberto’s son, and she a widow ? 

And she a widow ? Lords, your ear ! 

JIL Your pleasure ? l^^Bhisper. 

Duke. So, lady ; what you have avouch’d is 
truth ? 

3fat\ Truth only, gracious sir. 

Duke. Hear tlien our sentence : 

Since from his cradle y'ou have fed and foster'd 
Cesario as your son, and trained him up 
To hopes of greatness, which now in a moment 
You utterly again have ruin’d, this way 
'IV’e with our counsel are resolved ; you, being 
A wifiow, shall accept him for a husband. 

J!m\ Husband to me, sir? 
iJukii. ’Tis in us to raise him 
To honours ; and his virtues will deserve 'em. 
Mai\ But, sir, ’tis in no prince, nor his preroga- 
tive, 

To force a woman’s choice against her heart. 

Duke. True; if then you appeal to higher justice, 
Our doom includes this clause upon refusal : 

Out of your lord’s revenues shall Cesario 
Assure to any, whom he takes for wife, 

The inheritance of three parts ; the less remainder 
Is dowry large enough to marry a daughter ; ' 
And we, by our prerogative, which you question, 
WiU'public ly adopt him into the name 
Of yoiir deceased Alberto, that the memory 
Of so approved a peer may live in him 
That can preserve his memory : ’Less you find out 



Some other means, wHcli may as amply satisfy 
His wrong, our sentence stands irrevocable.— 
What think you, lords? 

AIL The Duke is just and honourable. 

Bapt. Let me embi ace Cesario ! henceforth ever 
I vow a constant friendship. ; 

Merit. I remit 
All former difference. 

Ces. I am too poor 

In words to thank this justice.- — Madam, always 
My studies shall be love to you, and duty. 

Duke. Replies we admit none. Cesario, wait 
on us ! 

\Exeunt all but Mentivojle, Baptista, Ma- 
KIANA, Clabissa. 

Bapt. Mentivole ! 

Merit. My lord. 

Look on Clarissa ; 

She’s noble, rich, young, fair. 

Merit. My lord, and virtuous. 

Bapt. Mentivole, and virtuous. — Madam ! 

Mar. 'fyranny 

Of justice ! I shall live report’s derision. 

That am compell’d to exchange a graceful widow- 
hood 

For a continual martyrdom in marriage, 

With one so much beneath me. 

Bapt. I’il plead for ye 

Boidiy aod constantly, let your daughter only 
Admit my son her servant : At next visit, 
Madam, I’U be a messenger of comfort. — 
Mentivole, be confident and earnest 1 [Eu’fr. 
il/ar. Married again ? to him too? better it had 
been 

The young man should have still retain’d the ho- 
nours 

Of old Alberto’s son, than I the shame 


4.58 


THE FAIR MAID OF [AcfllL 

Of makini]: him successorbf his bed : 

I was to blame. 

.lAv//. Indeed, without oftence, 

Madam, I think you were. 

Ckir. You urge it fairly, 

And like a rrorthy friend. 

Mar. (kill you say any thing 
In eommciulation of a niushrooin, withered 
As soon as started u{) r 

Ment. You scorn an innocent 
Of noble growth ; for whilst your husband lived 
I have heard you boast, Cesario in all actions 
Gave matter of report, of imitation, 

Wonder, and envy ; let not <iiscontiniiance 
Of some few days estrange a sweet opinion 
Of virtue, chielly when in such extremity ! 

Your pity, not contempt, will argue goodness, 
Mltir. < )h, sir ? 

(Jtar. If you would use a thriving courtship, 
You cannot utter a more powerful language, 

That i shall listen to with greater greediness, 
Thau the argument you prosecute : This speaks 
you 

A man complete and excellent. 

Man. I speak not ; ■ 

They are his own deserts. 

Mar. Good sir, forbear 1 
I am now fully sensible of running 
Into a violent lethargy, whose deadliness 
Locks up all reason : I shall never henceforth 
Remember my past happiness ! 

Ment These clouds 
May be dispersed. 

Mar. I fear continual night 
'Will overshroud me ! Yet, poor youth, liis trespass 
Lies in his fortune, not tlie cruelty 
Of the duke'’s sentence. 
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Glai\ I dare think it does. 

Mar. If all fail, I will learn then to conquer 
Ad versity with sufferance. 

Matt. You resolve nobly. {Exeunt, 


ACT IV. SCENE L 


A Room in Alberto’s House, 


Enter Cesario and a Servant 

Cm. Let any friend have entrance- 
jSc?'®., Sir, he shall. 

Ces. Any, I except none. 

Serv. We know your mind, sir. [EML 

Ces. Pleasures admit no bounds. I am pitch’d 
so high. 

To such a growth of full prosperities, 

That to conceal my fortunes were an injury 
To gratefulness, and those more liberal favours 
By whom my glories prosper. He that flows 
In gracious and swoln tides of best abundance/ 
Yet will be ignorant of his own fortunes, 
Deserves to live contemn’d, and die forgotten; 

^ Tidts qfhest abundajtce.l Fermer editions. Mr Sympsoncon- 

purred with me in the correction.— 

The editors of 1750 and 177S,?eadj Mcst abundance ; but the 


o46’0 


THE FAIR MAID OF [AcF IV. 

The harvest of my hopes' is now already 
Ripen’d and gather’d ; I can fatten youth 
With choice of plenty, and supplies of comforts ; 
My fate springs in my own hand, and Fll use it. 

Enter itco Servants and Bianca- 

1 Serv. Tis my place. 

2 Serv. Yours? — Here, fair one ; I’ll acquaint 
jHv lord. 

1 Serv. He’s here ; go to him boldly. 

2 Serv. Please you 

To let him understand how readily 
I waited on your errand ! 

1 Serv. Saucy fellow ! — 

You must excuse his breeding. 

Ces. What’s the matter ? — 

Bianca ? my Bianca r — o your ofliccs ! — > 

[Eseeunt Servants. 

This visit, sweet, from thee, my pretty <!car, 

By how much more ’twas unexpected, comes 
So much the more timely : Witness this free wel- 
come, 

Whate er occasion led thee ! 

Bian. You may guess, sir ; 

Yet indeed ’tis a rare one. 

Ces. Pr’ythee speak it, 

My honest virtuous maid. 

Bian. Sir, I have heard 
Of your misfortunes ; and I cannot tell you 
Whether 1 have more cause of joy or sadness, 

old text is good sense, and conformable to the language of the age. 
So ill the prologn^to The Loyal Subject, speaking of Fletcher : 

“ When they would comme«d him, their best praise 
Ruins the buildings which they strive to raise 
To his memory,” ’ 
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To Jcnow they are a truth. 

Ces. What truth, Bianca ? 

Misfortunes ? how ? wherein ? 

Bian. You are disclaim’d 
For being the Lord Alberto’s son, and publicly 
Acknowledged of as mean a birth as mine is : 

It cannot clmse but grieve you, 

Ces. Grieve me ? Ha, ha, lia, ha ! 

Is this all ? 

Biafi. This all ? 

Ces. Thou art sorry for’t, 

I warrant thee : Alas, good soul, Bianca! 

Tliat which thou cal I’st misfortune is my happiness ; 
My happiness, Bianca ! 

Bian. If you love me. 

It may prove mine too. 

Ces. May it ? I will love thee, 

My good, good maid, if that can make thee happy, 
Better and better love thee. 

Bian. Without breach then 
Of modesty, I come to claim the interest 
Your protestations, both by vows and letters, 
Have made me owner of : From the first hour 
‘ I saw you, 1 confess I wish’d I had been 
Or not so much below your rank and greatness, 
Or not so much above those humble flames 
That should have warmed ray bosom with a tem- 
perate ■ 

Equality of desires in equal fortunes. 

Still as-yon uttered language of affection, 

I courted Time to pass more slowly on. 

That I might turn more fool to lend attention 
To what I durst not credit, nor yet hope for ; 

Yet still as more I heard, I wish’d to hear more. 
Ch. Didst thou in troth, wench ? 

Bian. Willingly betray’d 
Myself to hopeless bondage. 
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Ces, A good girl ! 

I thought I should not miss, wluite'cr thj- ans-svcr 
was. 

Bum. But as I am a maid, sir, (and i’l'aith 
You may believe me, for I am a maid) 

So <lcarly I respected both your tame 
Ami (}ualiry, that I would first have perish'd 
Jn my sick thoughts, than e’er have given consent 
To have undone your fortunes, by inviting 
A marriage with so mean a one as I am : 

I shouhl have died sure, and no creature known 
The sickness that had kill’d me. 

Ccs'. Pretty heart ! 

Good soul, alas, alas ! 

Biau. Now since 1 know 

, There is no ditference ’twixt your hirtii and mine. 
Not much 'twixt our estates, (if any be, 

The advantage is on iny side) i come willingly 
To tender you the hrst-fniits of my heart, 

And am content to accept you for my husbaini, 
Kow when you arc at lowest. 

Ccs. For a husbanti ? 

Speak sadly;*' dost thou mean so? 

Burn. In good deed, sir, 

TIs pure love makes this profl'er. 

C’es. I believe thee. 

What counsel urged thee on ? tell me ; thy father ? 
f ' Aly worshipful smug Host ? "Was’l not lie, wench r 
Or mother Hostess ? ha ? Jfit 

; Bian. Do you mock my parentage ? 

I do not scorn yours ; iMean follcs are as worthy 
To he well spoken of, if they deserve well, 

^ Speak i, e. In Blodi Ado about 

act 11. scene This can, be- no trick s The conference was Mf//// 

borne/^ • Again, in Promos and Cassandra, lo/S, qmtal by Mr 
Steevens~« The kimfeignelb to talk mdk with some of iiis cuuiv 
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As^some whose only fame lies in their blood. 

Ohj you’re a proud poor man ! all your oaths 
falsehood, 

Your vows deceit, your letters forged and wic&ed ! 
Ces. Thou’dst be my wife, I dare swear. 

Bian. Had your heart, 

Your hand and tongue been twins, you had reputed 
This courtesy a benefit. 

Ces. Simplicity, 

How prettily thou mov’st me ! Why, Bianca, 
Report has cozened thee ; I am not fallen 
From my expected honours or possessions. 

Though from the hope of birth-right. 

Bian. Are you not? 

Then I am lost again ! I have a suit too ; 

You’ll grant it, if you be a good man. 

Ces. Any thing. 

Bian. Pray do not talk of aught what I have 
said to you. 

Ces. As I wish health, I will not ! 

Pity me ; {Sltetveeps, 

But never love me more ! 

Ces. Nay, now you are cruel : 

Why all these tears r — Thou shalt not go. 

Bian. I’ll pray for you, 

That you may have a virtuous wife, a fair one ; 

And when I am dead 

Ces. Fy, fy ! 

Bian. Think on me sometimes, 

With mercy for this trespass ! 

Ces. Let us kiss 

At parting, as at coming ! [Kisses her. 

Bian. This I have 

As a free dower to a virgin’s grave. 

All goodness dwell with you ! [Exit-. 

Ces. Harmless Biancs I 
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Unskiird ! what hamisome toys are maids to play 
with ! 

How innocent !— But I have other thoughts 
Ot‘ nobler ineditation.— 

Ew/tr Mariana Ci.AiiissA. 

felicit}', 

Thou com’st as I could wisli : Lend me a lip 
As soft, as melting, as when obi Alberto, 

After his hrst night's trial, taking farewell 
Of thy youth’s conquest, tasted ! 

May- Vou are uncisdl ! 

Ces. I will be lord of my own pleasures, madam ; 
You are mine, mine freely : Come, no whimpering 
henceforth! 

New-con the lessons of Love's best experience. 
That our delights may meet in equal measure 
Of resolutions and desires ! this suilenness 
Is scurvy ; I like it not. 

Mar. Be modest; 

And do not learn, Cesario, how to prostitute 
The riot of thy hopes to common folly. 

Take a sad woman’s word ! howe’er thou dot’st 
Upon the present graces of thy greatness. 

Yet I am not fallen so below my constancy 
To virtue, nor the care which 1 once tender’d 
For thy behoof, that I prefer a sentence 
Of cruelty before my honour. 

Ces. Honour ? 

Mar, Hear me : Thou seest this girl, now the 
comfort 

Of my last days ! she is the only pledge 
Of a bed truly noble : She had a father 
(I need not speak him more than thou remem- 
ber’st) 

Whom to dishonour by a meaner choice 
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W^re injury and infamyi 
Clar, To goodness, 

To time, and virtuous mention. 

Mar. I have vowed, 

(Observe ine now, Cesario !) that howe’er 
I may be forced to marry, yet no tyranny, 
Persuasions, flattery, gifts, intreats, or tortures, 
Shall draw me to a second bed. 

Clar, ’Tis just too. 

Mar. Yes, and 'tis just, Clarissa. — I allow 
The duke’s late sentence, am resolved, young man. 
To be thy wife ; but when the ceremony 
Of marriage is performed, in life I will be, . 
Though not in name, a widow. 

Ces, Pray a word to you! 

Shall I in earnest never be your bedfellow ? 

Mar. Never, oh, never ! and ’tis for your good 
too. 

Ces. Prove that. 

Mar. Alas, too many years are number’d 
In ray account to entertain the benefit 
Which youth in thee, Cesario, and ability, 

: Might hope for and require : It were injustice 
■To rob a gentleman deserving memory, 

Of issue to preserve it. 

Ces. No more ! Herein 
You are an excellent pattern of true piety. 

Let me now turn your advocate. Pray look into 
The order of the duke enjoined ; admit 
I satisfy the sentence, without marriage 
With you? how then? 

Mar. Cesario ! 

. Ces. If I know 

How to acquit your fears, yet keep th’ injunction 
In every clause whole and entire, your chanty 
Will call me still your sawant? 

Mar. Still my son. 
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Ces. Right, madam, now you have it, still your 
son : 

Tiie genius of your blessings hath iustructerl 
your tongue oraculousiy : ^Ve will forget 
IIuw once F and Clarissa interchanged 
The tics of brother and of sister ; iienceforllt 
New -style us man and wife. 

Ck/r. By wbat authority ? 

Ces. Heaven’s great appointment. Yet, in all 
mv dotage 

On thy pcifections, when I thought, Clarissa, 
We had been pledges of one womb, no lo!)sc, 

No u antou heat of youth desired to claim 
Priority in thy affections, other 
Than S’aturemiglit commend ; chastely I tender’d 
Thy welfare as a brother ought : But since 
Our bloods are strangers, let our hearts contract 
A imtg life-lasting unity! for this way 
The sentence is to be observed, or no way. 

Mar. Then no way ! 

Ces. I expected other answer, 

^'ladam, from you. 

Mar. No; every age shall curse we, 

The monster and the prodigy of Nature ! 

Horrors beyond extremity 

Ciar. Pray, mother, 

Confine the violence of grief 1 
Ces. Yes, mother, 

Pray do ! 

Mar. Thus some catch at a matron’s honour 
By flying lust, to plot incestuous witchcrafts. 
More terrible than whoredoms : Cruel mercy ! 
When, to preserve the body from a death, 

The soul is strangled ! 

Ces. This is more than passion; 

It comes near to distraction. 

Mar. I am quieted. 
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Cesario, thou mayst tell the duke securely, 
Alberto’s titles, honours, and revenues. 

The duke may give away j enjoy them thou ! 
Clarissa’s birth-right, Mariana’s dower, 

Thou shalt be lord of ; turn us to the world 
U npitied and unfriended ; yet my bed 
Thou never sleep’st in. As for her, (she hears me) 
If she as much as in a thought consent, 

That thou mayst call her wife, a mother’s curse 
Shall never leave her. 

C/ar. As a brother once 
I loved you, as a noble friend yet honour you ; 
But for a husband, sir, I dare not own you : 

My faith is given already. 

Ces. To a villain ; 1 

I’ll cut his throat. 

JIa?\ “ Why this is more than passion ; 

It comes near a distraction.” 

Clar. Call to mind, sir, 

How much you have abated of that goodness 
Which once reign’d in you, which appear’d so 
lovely, 

That such as friendship led to observation. 
Courted the great example ! 

Ces. Left, and flatter’d 
Into a broad derision ? 

Mar. Why d’ye think so ? — 

Enter Baptista and Mentivole, 

My lord Baptista, is your son grown cold 
In hasting on the marriage, which his vows 
Have seal’d to my wrong’d daughter ? 

Bapt. We come, lady, 

To consummate the contract, 

Ces. With Mentivole ^ 

Is he the man ? 


[Act I\', 


46'> ■ THE FAIR MAID OF 

Ment. Clarissa's troth and mine, 

Ccaaiin. arc recorded in a character 
So piaiii an<i certain, that except tlie hand 
()!' Heaven, wliich writ it first, would (jlo't. it (.•lU 
again, 

No lunnan power can raae it, 

Ces. i>ul say you 
So too, young lady r 

Clat'. I should else betray 
-My heart to falsehood, and my tongue to peijury, 
Ces. hladam, you know the sentence. 

Bapt. From the duke 
I have particular comforts, wliich require 
A private ear. 

Mar. I sh.aU approve it gladly. — 

We are resolved, Cesario. 

Bapt. Be not insolent 
IT pon a pri nee’s favour ! 

Ctar, Lose no glory, 

Your younger years have purcliased ' 

Ment. And (leserv-ed too ; 

You have many worthy friends. 

Bapt. Preserve and use them ! 

{Exeunt all but Clsario. ■ 
Ccs. (Hood, very good ! why, here’s a compli- 
ment 

Of mirth in desperation ! I could curse 

My fate : Oh, with what speed men tumble down. 

From hopes that soar too high ! Bianca now 

May scorn me justly too ; Clarissa married, 

Alberto’s widow resolute, Bianca 

Refused, and I forsaken. Let me study 1 — 

I can but die a bachelor, that’s the worst on't. 
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A Roovi in the Inn. 


Enter Hosts Tailor, Muleteer, Dancer, Pedant, 
Coxcomb. 

Host. Come, gentlemen ; this is the day that 
our great artist hath promised to give all your se- 
veral suits satisfaction. 

Dancer. Is he stirring? 

Host. He hath been at his book these two hours. 

Pedant. He’s a rare physician. 

Host. Why, rU tell you ; were Paracelsus the 
^German now living, he'd take up his single rapier 
against his terrible long sword : He makes it a 
matter of nothing to cure the gout ; sore eyes he 
takes out as familiarly, washes them, and puts 
them in again, as you’d blanch almonds. 

"They say he can make gold. 

' Host. Ay, ay, he learnt it of Kelly in Germany.’ 

7 Kelly.] Edward Kellt/, otherwise Talbot, an intimate friend 
of the famous Dr John Dee, and concerned with him in bis che- 
mical processes and experiments. It is said they were in possession 
' of the elixir, and actually made projection upon several metals, 
and converted them into gold. His history may be met with in 
Wood’s Athens Oxon. vol I. p. 279, and in Weaver’s Funeral 
Monuments, p. 45, where are some incredible stories about him. 
fie is mentioned by Ben Jonson, in the Alehemist, act iv. sc. i. •. 

“ — A man the emp’ror 

Has courted above Kelly ; sent his medals 
*nd chains t’ invite him.”— iteerf. 
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Tbeie’s not a diemist in Christciidon) can go 1)c- 
yoiu! him for multiplying. 

rvdtmL Take heed tlicn he go not up ymir 
(laughter’s belly, my liost ! 

lloftt. You arc a merry gentleman, and the 
man of art svill love you the better. 

jytmccr. Docs he love iniuh and (notelu'ts ? 

JIvsi Oh, he’s the most courteous pliysician ! 
you may drink or drab in's company freely ; the 
better he knows liow your disease grows, the bet- 
ter he knows how to cure it. 

Dancer. But 1 wonder, my Host, he has no 
more resort of ladies to him. 

Host. Why, sir. ^ 

Dancer. Oh, divers of ’em ha\'c great belief in 
conjurors : Lechery is a great help to the quality. 

Host. He’s scarce known to be in town yet ; 
ere long we shall have ’em come hurrying hither 
in feather-beds. 

Dancer. How ! bed-ridden ? 

Hast. No, sir ; in feather beds that move upon 
four wheels, in Spanish caroches. 

Pedant, l^ray acquaint liim we give attendance. 

Host. 1 shall, gentlemen. — I would fain he rid 
of tliese rascals, but that they raise profit to my 
wine-cellar. Wlien I have made use of them sul- 
jlciently. I’ll entreat the conjuror to tie crackers 
to their tails, and send them 'packing. 

Enter Fobobosco as studying. 

For. Come hither, mine Host ! Look here. 

Hmt. What’s that ? 

For. A challenge from, my man. 

Host. For breaking’s pgte ? 

For. He writes here, if I meet him not i' t’n' 
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fickl witliiii this half-hour, I shall hear more from 
him. 

Host. Oh, sir, mind your profit ; ne’er think of 
the rascal : Here are the gentlemen. 

For. ’Morrow, my worthy clients! what, are 
you all prepared of your questions, that I may 
give my resolution upon them ? 

All. We are, sir. 

Pedant. And have brought our money. 

For. Each then in order ! and differ not for 
precedency. 

Dancer. I am buying of an office, sir, and to 
that purpose I would fain learn to dissemble cun- 
ningly. 

For. Do you come to me for that? you should 
rather have gone to a cunning woman. 

Dancer, kj, sir, but their instructions are but 
like women ; pretty well, but not to the depth, as 
I’d have it ; You are a conjuror, the devil’s mas- 
ter, and I would learn it from you so exactly 

For. That the devil himself , might not go be- 
yond you ? 

Dancer. You are i’ th’ right, sir. 

For, And so your money for your purchase 
might come in again within a twelvemonth ? 

• Dancer. I would be a graduate, sir, no fresh- 
nian. 

- For. Here’s my hand, sir : I will make you dis- 
semble so methodically, as if the devil should be 
sent from the Great Turk, in the shape of an am- 
' bassador, to set all the Christian princes at va- 
riance. 

Dancer. I cannot with any modesty desire any 
more. . There’s your money, sir ! 

For. For the art of dissembling.. \Jl' rites. 

Coxc. Mv suit, sir, null be news to you when I 
tell it. 
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For. Pray, ott ! 

Coar. ! would set up a press here in Italy, to 
write all the corantoes for Christeiulom. 

Fo-r. That’s news indeed ; and how would you 
einpioy me in’t ? 

Co.ir Marry, sir, from you I would gain m;/ 
inteliigeuce. 

Far. I conceive you : You wouU! have me fur- 
nish you with a spirit to inform you. 

G«’c. But as quiet a devil as the woman the 
first day and a half after she's married; I can by 
no means endure a terrible one. 

For. No, no. I'll qualify him ; he shall not fright 
you : It shall be the gliost of some lying station- 
er, a spirit shall look as if butter would not melt 
in his mouth ; a new 3Je/Turim Goiiio-Jitigicusi^ 

Cihtx. Oh, there was a captain was rare at it. 

For. Ne’er think of him. Though that captain 
writ a t'uU hand-gallop, and wasted indeed more 
harndess paper than ever did laxative physic, yet 
will I make you to oul-scribhlc him; aiul set 
down w'hat you please, the world shall better be- 
lieve you, 

® Memmm €{ii!&^Be!gk:us»2 This was one of llie first news- 
'papers ivhicli appeared m EnglaotL It is frequently menlJoiiefi by* 
contemporary writers ; among others, by Thomas May, in act 
scene i* of Lis comedy of the 

‘ ^Ti s believed, 

And told for news, with as mocfi confidence 
As if "twere writ in 

This newspaper was already in existence towards the end of 
Queen Elisa belli, as it is mentioned in Carew’^s Survey of Corn* 
xifall, printed in l 602 . I do not know who was the captain ai* 
lucleil to in the text as tfie principal writer of it. From Clevc^ 
iund's Character of a Lombn Dionial, it would seem ilial iho uri- 
ginal editor was The original sinner of thiH kind was 

Duteiy, GalMulgkm^ the Protoplast^ and the modern Mercuric^ 
hill Hans €fi Kdimf 
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€ozc. Worthy sir, I thank you! there’s money! 

For. A new office for writing pragmatical co- 
rantoes, _ [JVrites. 

Pedant. I am a schoolmaster, sir, and would 
fain confer wi th you about erecting four new sects 
of religion at Amsterdam,® 

For^. What the devil should new sects of reli- 
gion do there? 

Pedant. 1 assure you I would get a great deal 
of money by it. 

For. And what are the four new sects of reli- 
gion you would plant there ? 

Pedant. Why, that’s it I come about, sir; ’tis 
a devil of your raising must invent ’em ; I confess 
I am too weak to compass it. 

For. So, sir ! Then you make it a matter of no 
difficulty to have them tolerated? 

Pedant. Trouble not yourself for that; let but 
your devil set them a-foot once, I have weavers, 
and gingerbread-makers, and mighty aquavitse- 
men, shall set them a-going. , , 

For. This is somewhat difficult; and will ask 

some conference with the devil. 

Pedant. Take your own leisure, sii. I have an- 
other business too, because I mean to leave Italy, 


9 Amsteriam.l At the time our authors wrote, Amsterdam ap- 
i-e'irs to have been the place of refuge for sectaries of all denomi- 
nations. See Ben Jonson’s Akhemist^-Heed. 

So m Alexander Brome's huraorous ballad oi the rioiy Fealar-— 


I the pedlar am, ■ a 
T hat came from Amsterdam ' 

With a pack of new religions.; " ' 

I did every one htj ■ 

According to’s wit, . ■ 

From the tub to Mahomefs pigeons; 
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.•:!u! bury myself in those nether parts jh' the L^w- 

j'«r. ’^Vltat's that, sir ? 

itiarry, I vvtniUi fair, make nine days Id 
tlse v.’Ci'k,' fur the tnurc ani|i!e hcucli! ut' ihc cap- 
tain. 

.Ft/r. Voi! have a shrewd pate, .''ir ! 

JFiiiiii/. But iiuw this uiighl he eonipres’d — 

Fur, Compasshl easily ; it is hut mukitsg' a new 
almanack, and diividing the compass of the year 
into larger penny -wort iis, as a chae.dier wii’i his 
compass makes a geometric propurtioti of the 
Holland cheese he retails by slivers. But, for 
getting of it licensed r 

Pedant. Trouble not yourself with that, sir; 
there’s your money. 

Fm\ For four new sects of religions, and nine 
days to the week. {if ’rih'.'t, 

Pciiant, To be brought in at genera! pav-davsd 

wnte^ I beseech you. 

For, At geiierul pay-days. 

Tmkf\ I aiu by prolcssiou a tailor; you luivt 
lieanl of iih\ 

Fm\ YeSj sir. aiicl will uiot steal from yoii flic 

* Those Mihrr farts of the Jm* Cminirhs,*] Fi>rroer cclitioHs. 
Tlie poel^i Hicaiit to call ihe Law Vmmtrks the nether parts of tiie 
worliL— Snih'irft 

Did Seward never hear the Low Countries cailcil the Xitlier- 
lamis i lie omits the word of, 

* Kmc (hifs io ike xvccL] Sec voL VIII. p, KeX The pny ^rL 
tlic suldiers in the Neiherhuuls mii) be p-Uhered from KirkiAs 
Seven CliampiOHs of Chris!eo<h>ii), Ib'aS. — Fhey iluu iii ih;* Low 
Comilry gunwoiis kiii mm for three shiliuigs a-aevk. are joinccs 
to iisy 

To he immgki in &.% general fmhdafs,] lliat \z, to fie reckon- 
ed su at general pay-days, lids Ipterpivtaiicm is for .iMr 
ndio woiikl have m read— general paynlaxs. 
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lea^t part of that coramendation I have heard ut> 
tered. 

Tailor. I take measure of your worth, sir ; and 
hecause I wili not afflict you with any large bill 
of circumstances, FlI snip off particulars : I would 
lain invent some strange and exquisite new fa- 
shions. 

For. Arc you not travell’d, sir ? 

Tailor. Yes, sir, but have observed all we can 
see, or invent, are but old ones with new names 
to ’em ; now I would some way or other grow 
more curious. 

For. Let me see ; to devise new fashions - 
Were you never in the moon ? 

Tailor. In the Moon tavern? Yes, sir, often. 

For. No, I do mean in the new world, in the 
world that’s in the moon yonder. 

Tailor. How ! A new world i’ th’ moon ? 

Fcr. Yes, I assure you. 

Tailor. And peopled ? 

For. Oh, most fantastically peopled. 

Tailor. Nay, certain then there’s work for tai- 
lors r 

For. That there is, I assure you. 

Tailor. Yet I have talked with a Scotch tailor'®' 


^ A Scoich tailor It appears that Scotland furnished the moat 
Hishiunabie tailors in the metropolis during the seventeenth cen« 
triry* So in a curious old tract it is said, that after the destruc- 
tion of the debtors' asylums in the Friars, the commanders of 
* the city were onely content upon treaty to article and agree with 
tho^e of the Blacke Friers, that notwithstanding they so entred by 
conquest, yet the old companions, especially the English feather- 
makers, the Dutch jewellers, the Scotch tailors^ and the French 
shoemakers,, with some forraigne forces, should have and enjoy 
tiseir antient priviledges, without molestation or interruption of 
any kind*” — Poweli/s and Misery cf Lending ami 

Bvrromng. Loud. 12. p. ISL 
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that never discovered so much to me, tliouglrlit, 
iKi> Iraveiled far, an<i was a pedlar in Poland. 

Ihr. That was oi!t of his -way ; this lies ht s’ond 
China. Ymi'd .sfudv new iashions, von .sae' r Take 
my cminsd, make a voyage, am! <iist:over tl:a!' 
neu" world. 

Tiiihr. Shaii I he a moon'iiuiu r 
Fur. I am of 0})inion, the people of tliat svorhl, 
if they he like the nature of that climate they 
live in, do vary the fashion of their clofhe.s often- 
er than any qiiick'silver'd nation in Europe. 

Tailor. Not unlikely ; but yvhat should tiiat be 
wc call the man in the moon, then r 

For. Why, it is notlring but an Englisbinan 
that stands there stark naked, with a pair of sheers 
in one liand, and a great bundle of broad-cloth 
in tkitlicr, (which resembles the bu.s]i of thorns) 
cutting out of nctv fashions,* 

An I'ln^Ushmmi that sUmddh there dark naketh xAiih 
4iirlmv Buttle, a i^ivMciaiu sn the rvmi hI lit'uiv fnilfifsh- 

Cii‘1 a bthik iuiiikHi, ‘‘ Tfse iritrotiiuniiHi ni the \tliiclie 

iloth tfuebe ii M;iti tn Speake P-irl. til' all Mauer r4” 
and la ktunv tiie lJ?saj;e and I'Vnitni of all oi C’tniifiricb* 

Dedycaied to the .llighfc Ilmioaialde atsd iiracuHts Batlj M;ir\y 
Dauahter ol Km^ Henry the Ey'^hi;'* B. L. Ihirittni by W.(a*|}«- 
knde. Ka date. Before the first chapter, in winch lie has cha« 
Tacleriwd an EnglishiBan, is a wocKien |iriniel'ii naked man, wiili 
a piece of clolli hanging on his right arm, and a pair of sinxjrH in 
his left haml. IJmier tiie print is an inscripliim in versCj, of which 
the follinving aro the lirsl four lines : 

** I am an PhiglblHnan, and naked I stand here, 
i^Iotying ill my mynde what raymeiit I shall were; 

For now i \vere thys, and now^ I will were that, 

' And mm I will were 1 cannot tell what/^ &c» 

This is evidenily the print alliuled to by our author.— 

The ruliculmis imitation oi' foreign fashions which prevaitcd in 
his time, Bishop Hail thus satiri"/.ei^ (Book I if* satire L)— 

— — .Thoii cans! masko in garish gaiuicrie, 

'Fo suite a fooBs far-fetched iiverie» 
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'jailor, I have heard somewhat like this ; but 
how shall 1 get thither? 

For. ril make a new compass shall direct you. 

Tailor. Certain ? 

For. Count me else for no man of direction. 

Tailor. There’s twenty ducats in hand; at my 
return I’ll give you a hundred. 

For. A new voyage to discover new fashions. 

[fVrites. 

Mulet. I have been a traveller too, sir, that 
have shew’d strange beasts in Christendom, and 
got money by them, but I find the trade to de- 
cay ; your camelion, or East-Indian hedgehog, 
gets very little money ; and your elephant de- 
vours so much bread, brings in so little profit, his 
keeper were better every morning cram fifteen 
tailors with white manchet:'* I would have some 
new spectacle, and one that might be more at- 
tractive. 

For. Let me see ! Were you ever in Spain? 

Mulet, Not yet, sir. 

For. I would have you go to Madrid and 
against some great festival, when the court lies 
there, provide a great and spacious English ox, 
and roast him whole, with a pudding in’s belly; 
that would be the eighth wonder of the world in 
those parts, I assure you. 

Millet. A rare project without question ! 

For. Go beyond all their garlick olla podrida$, 


A French head joyn’d to neck Italian : 

' Thy thighs from Germanie, and Brest from Spain ! 

An Englishman in none, a foole in all : 

Many in one, and one in seyerali/’ 

White manchst.l A small loaf of white ^read. 

’ MadnlLI 'I’liis, which the modern editors reduce to the pre- 
seiu orthography, was the usual way of spelling Madrid. 
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tlroiigh yo\i sod one in Gargantua’s cauldron !'’ 
Bring in more money than all the monstcis of 
Afvic ! 

lldut. Goocl sir, do your best for him ; he's o' 
my acijuaintance, and one, if you knew liim 

‘For. What is he ? 

Host. He was once a man of infinite letters. 

For. A scholar ? 

Host. No, sir, a packet-carrier, which is always 
a man of many letters, you know ; then iic was 
a mule-driver; now he’s a gentleman, and feeds 
monsters. 

For A most imgrateful calling 1 

Muiet. There’s money for your direction ! The 
price of the ox, sir ? 

For. A hnndre<i French crowns, for it must be 
a Lincolnshire ox, and a prime one. — For a rare 
and monstrous spectacle, lo be seen at .'Madrill, 

grrites. 

Enter Clozon, Ilosta.'i, and Biaxca. 

Ihsim. Pray forbear, sir 1 W'e shall have a new 
quarrel. 

Cbri'k. A'ou durst not meet me i’ tlf Held! I am 
tbereibre come to spoil your market. 

For. What’s the news with you, sir ? 

ClotcfL Gentlemen, yon that come liither to be 
most abominably cheated, listen, and be as wise 
as your planet will sufter you : Keep your money, 
be not gulled, be not laughed at ! , 

. Pedant. Wliat means this ? ’would I had my 
money again in roy pocket I 

Host, The fellow is full of malice ; do not mind 
him. 


® In Gargantua's cautdron.2 See -Rabelais. 
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Cioxcii. This professed cheating rogue was my 
master, and I confess myself a more pretenioto- 
rious rogue than himself, in so long keeping his 
viiiainoiss counsel. 

For. Come, come, I will not hear you. 

Churn, No, cozener, though thou wouldest not 
hear me ; I do but dare thee to suffer me to speak, 
and then thou and all thy devils spit fire, and 
spout acjuafortis ! 

For. Speak on ; I freely permit thee. 

Clown. Why then, know, all you simple ani- 
mals, you whose purses are ready to cast the calf, 
if they have not cast it already, if you give any 
credit to this juggling rascal, you are worse than, 
sioiplc widgeons^ and will be drawn into the net 
by this decoy-duck, this tame cheater. 

" For. Ha, ha, ha ! Pray mark him ! _ 

Clown. He does profess physic, and conjuring ; 
for his physic, he has but two medicines for ail 
manner of diseases ; when he was in the Low 
Countries, he used nothing but butter’d beer co- 
loured with Alligant,® for all kinds of maladies, 
and that he called his Catholic medicine Sure 
'■ the Dutch smelt out it was buttered beer,* else 
they would never have endured it, for the names 
sake 1 Then does he minister a grated dog s turd 


9 JlUgant.] That is, the wine of Alicant, which was, in great 
request in those days. 

* smelt out ’Ixcas butter’d 5e€r.3 Mr Sympson seems to 

- have mistaken the drollery of this passage. He says, that the rea- 
son given requires us to read— smeftsof oaf. But the true in en^ 
<,fthe passage seems plainly this : The Dutch would never have 
endured a medicine called Catholic, for the antipathy t y , 
to the most Catholic King, as well as religion falsely so caHg. 
had not they by some instinct smelt out the butter d »f« which 

they are so fond of.— 'iSrecrd. 
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instead of rlmbarb, many times of unicoru^s boi^n, 
Tvliicb, working strongly with the conceit or t he 
patient, would make them bescummer to tlu 

helitht of a inightv purgation. 

llie rogue has studied this invcct.ive, 
Ciozen. NowVor his conjuring, tiie witches ot 
Lapland are the devil’s chairwomen to him, ior 
they will sell a man a ■wind to some purpose ; lie 
sells wind, and tells you forty lies over anti m ei. 
Jfmtess. I thought what we should find ot him. 
J-Iost. Hold your prating ; be not you au he- 

retie ! . ■ , 

C^OiV^i, Conjure? FH tell 3'oii;^all tlie devils 
11(1111 c?s he calls upon rtre but tusticiii iiiinics, gii* 
tlier\i out of Welsh heraldry ; in brief, ^ he is a 
rogiie of six reprievesj four partloiis ot couisCj 
tlirice pilloriecb tudee sisnj>' Ldcnp^ni' to the ^virgi- 
nals of a cart’s tailC he has five tiiocs bcew in the 
galhesj, and will never truly run himself out ot 
iirciith till he comes to tlte gallows. 

Kciix You have hearefi worthy gentlemen^ what 
tins iyiiigj detracting rascal has vomited. 
faiion Yes, certain ; but vre iiave a better trust 
; for you have taen our money. 
y*jr. I have so. Truth is, he was niy servanC 
ml for some chastisement I gave him, he does 


* Tkm dm.i h mkhfer a grated iag\j turd inskui if rkuimrk, 
^mp times of unicorn’s hotn»] Tliatis, iiisteaci ol uniconi s horiL 

V . 

The? unicorr/s horn was ancienily siipposci! to be a most etiica- - 
cemnter-poisoo. So valuable was this ictitioiis prefraraiiOiM- 
tbat^e are inionucd of a poaod hiiviug been sold lor iSv:'!) ciovuis, 
vkn a pound of gold was worth only I4S. 

5 Tuiicc Lachrymm to the virginals ij/ a eart s f>iiLj 1 he 
terP^ iumhnmie lias been already s^tfidenlly esplauiiHl, (voia il. 

I •> 1.) the virginal was an instrument similar m tac spiniwt. 
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prii^ctise thus tipon me. Speak truly, sirrah, are 
you certain I cannot conjure? 

Ckra'-n. Conjure? I la, ha, ha ! 

For. Nay, nay, but be very sure of it. 

('knni. Sure of it? why, Fll make a bargain 
with thee, before all these” gentlemen, use alHliy 
art, all thy roguery, and make me do any thing 
before all this company I have not a mind to, I’ll 
first give thee leave to claim me for thy bond- 
slave, and, when thou hast done, hang me ! 

For. ’Tis a match ; sirrah, I’ll make you caper 
i’ th’ air presently. - 

Clown. I have too solid a body ; and my belief 
is like a Puritan’s on Good-Friday, too high fed 
with capon. 

For. I will first send thee to Greenland* for a 
haunch of venison, just of the thickness of thine 
own, tallow. 

Ck'own, Ha, ha, ha ! I’ll not stir an inch for thee ! 

For. Thence to Amboyna i’ th’ East Indies, for 
pepper to bake it. 

Clown. To Amboyna? so I might be pepper’d.^ 

For. Then will I convey thee stark naked to 
Deveiing, to beg a pa’ 
mountainous buttocks.® 

Clown. And no doublet to ’em ? 


^ Greenland.'] The first folio reads Greei/anti. 

Amboyna ? so I might be peyper’d.l Alluding to the nias- 
Kiore of the Engiish in the settlement oi Amboyna, in the East In- 
dies, in the year \6i% by the Dutch. See “ A True Relation of 
ths unjust, cruel, and barbarous Proceedings against the English 
at Amboyna, in the East In<lies, by the Netherlandish Governor 
there ’4lo. Drydeii has written a play upon this event. — R.eed. 

0 Then vUl { coiitry thee stark naked to Deveiing to beg a pair 
of brop, to hide thy mowitainop buttocks.] Deveiing means Dub- 
lin ; but it siiouid seem that Fletcher considered brogs as a speciss 
o I' breeches, not of shoes.— Mason. 

VOL. IX. 2 H . ^ 
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For, No, sir ; I intend to send you of a slecye* 
less errand : But before you vanish, in regartl you 
say 1 cannot conjure, and are so sUipid and opi- 
nionated a slave, that neither I nor iny art can 
compel you to do any thing that is beyond your 
own pleasure, the gentlemen shall ha\e some 
sport : You cannot endure a cat, sirrah 'r 

Clm-n. What’s that to thee, juggler ? 

For. Nor you’ll do nothing at iny entreaty ? 

Clmn. nf be hanged first. 

For. Sit, gentlemen j and whatsoever you see, 
be not frighted. 

Hoatess. Alas, I can endure no conjuring. 

Host. Stir not, wife ! 

Bkn. Pray let roe go, sir; I am not fit for these 
fooleries. 

Host. Move not, daughter 1 

For. I will make you dance a new dance, called 
leap-frog. 

CtfM'TK Ha, ha, ha ! 

For. And as naked as a frog. 

Clomt. Ha, ha, lia ! I defy thee I 

[FoROii 0 .sco looks in a book, strikes with hk 
wand, musk plays. 

Enter Jmr Bops, shaped like Frogs, and dance. 

Pedant. Spirits of the water in the likeness of 
frogs I 

Tailor. He has fished fair, believe roe. 

Mukt. See, see ! he sweats and trerobl 

For. Are you coroe to your quavers ? • . 

Cbmn. Oh, ho, ho ! 

? eHiiirttt cat, One would tSank, iron, 

die seqael, that cat here should have beenyrog-; 1 have known se- 
veral ebanges as great as this.— &a)araf. 

If there is anv error, it mostprofaaUv proceeded frcin the poe*'.. 
inadvert<yicy. . r j. 
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^far. I’ll make you run division on those O’s, 
ere I Jeave you i® Look you, here are the play-fei- 
lows that are so eudera-ed to you : Come, sir, first 
uncase, and then dance ; nay, TH make him dance 
stark naked, 

Host, Oh, let him have his shirt on, and liis 
moi»'urs breeches ,® here are women i’ th’ house. 

For. Weil, for their sakes he shall. 

tears ojr hk doublet, making strange fii- 
ces m if compelled (o it, falls into the dance. 

Tailor. He darrees ! what a lying rogue was this 
to say the gentleman could not conjure ! 

For. He does prettily well ; but ’tis voluntary, 
I assure you, I have no hand in’t. 

Cloiai. As you are a conjurer, and a rare artist, 
free me. from these couplets 1 Of all creatures I 
cannot endure a frog. 

Fm\ But your dancing’s voluntary; lean com- 
pel you to nothing. 

Hostess. Oh, me, daughter, let’s take heed of 
this fellow I he’ll make \is dance naketl, an we 
vex him. [Blreitni Hostess mid 

For. Now cut capers, sirrah ! Til plague that 
chine of yours. 

Ciowi. Ho, ho, ho ! my kidnies are roasted ! I 
drop away like a pound of butter roasted! 

I'aiior.' He'll dance himself to death. 

For. No matter ; I’ll sell his fat to the 'pothc- 
caries, and repair my injury that way. 

Host. Enough, in conscience ! 

Fo}\ Well, iit your entreaty — Vanish ! [Kreunt 
Bo^s.} And now I will only make him break his 


» ]*U make mii run division mi that oreW I kave^m.'} So tijr 
secomi folio* First folio iLxIubits, tkat o’^s itc I intte ; \\n 
linve therefore altorcri ikai io^mm\ — Ed* 177-S* 

Iliogtitfi hrirckfs*2 So C'alh’dj ! syppobe, on arcoiini of the 
of the Sbb llie Piltpiin, vol* V'. 
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jicck in doing a somersault, and that's all ihc ^c- 
vengc 1 mean to take of him. 

i'lmiu Oh, gentlemen, a rogue I to 

belie so an apj>r()ved master in 'I'.e nolhi' d.iik 
science ! You can witne.ss, tliis 1 did fn '■in!!! 
his practice, and deprive you of the j!aitjiii,v-.s of 
enjoying his worthy labours : Rogue that I was 
to'do it ! Pray, sir, forgive me ! 

For. With what face caii.st thou ask it' 

Cidicn. With sueli a face as I deseive, with a 
hanging look, as all liere can testify. 

Jbr. "Well, gentlemen, that you may perceive 
the goodness of my temjHT. I «‘ill entertain' this 
rogue again, in hope of atnendnumt ; for, sluMuId 
I turn liim off, he would be hanged. 

Cloxcth Von in.'tv read that in this fmi! copy. 

For, Only with this protiii.se, you shall never 
cozen any of my patienls. 

i'liWtt. Xever. 

For, And remember IteisceforM-ard, tliaf though 
I cannot conjure, i cats uuikc you daiicc, siiraii. 
Go, get your.seif iiitu thy eutt.ige again. ^ 

(7eu'«. I vtii! never moi'c diuiec le:tp-frog,---Xrnv 
T have got you into credit, hold it up, and eo/esi 
them in abiuidance, [J«r/e to Foiumo.st'o. 

Far, Oh, rare rascal 1 Cioxrn. 

Enier CmMim* . 

Ccs. Mow BOW r a Faiikforci mart licre ? ^ a 
inomitebank 

Eni€rimih2 That is, employ Iik'i a scivaiit 

* Gei ^mirseif into the f4kii^|||Vhal ? The m'gm* 

requires tluit we slioithl mut— /%/ caU%e. 'Hua is, pul on ihy 
clothes * 

5 A Frmdford imri.J Ai Frmikfurd^ io Gernuuny two Iuiwihin 

^2 
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Anti his worshipful auditory ? 
licst. They are iny guests, sir. 

Cl’S, a pox upon them ! Shew your juggling 
tricks 

In some other room. 

Host. And why not here, sir.? 

CV.y. Hence, 

Or, sirrah, I shall spoil your figure-flinging, 

And all their radical questions I 
AIL Sir, we vanish. 

[Eaeeunt all but Host and 
Host. Signor Cesario, you make bold with me, 
And somewhat, I must tell you, to a degree 
Of ill-manners : They are my guests, and men I 
live by. 

And I would know by what authority 
You command thus far. 

Ccs. Ey my interest in. 

Your daughter. . r i 

Host. Interest, doyoucall’t? As I remember, 
I never put her out to usury 
On that condition. 

Ces. Pray thee be not angry ; 

1 am conic to,, make tliee happy, -and her happy. 

Enter Bianca arid Hostess. 


She's here ; Alas, my pretty soul ! I am come 
To give assurance that’s beyond thy hope, 


rarU, or fairs, ^vere [are] held every year, which '•f ^ 
orted to by trading people and others from every part of Euiop . 
"ne ts in lit month orMarch, the °ther tn Septe^ 
n<l they each continued fourteen days. It happened that the fa 
o«s Thomas Coriat was thene at the autumna to rn l608, 

10 has very particularly described it m his Crudities, p. o6l. 

Rad. 
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Or tliy belief ; I bring’ repentance 'bout me, * 
And satist'actian : I will marry thee. 

Bian, Ha ! 

Ca'. As I lire, I rviil ; but do not entertain it 
With too quick an apprcdiensiun oi'juy, 

For that may hurt lliec ; I have heard home «lic oft, 
Bim. Do not tear me. 

Ccf. Then thou think’st I feign 
This protestation r I will instantly, 

Before these, testify my new ailianec, 

Contract myself unto tiiec ; then I iiopc 
'B’e may be more private. 

Host But thou shalt not, sir ; 

For so has many a maidenhead been lost. 

And many a i)a.stard gotten. 

C e.v. Tlten to give you 
The best of any assurance in the world, 

Entreat thy father to go fetch a priest, 

Wcwill instantly to bed, and there he married. 

Bitm. Pride hath not; yet forsaken you I see, 
Though prosperity has. 

Host Mir, you arc too confident 
To fasliion to yourself a dream of purchase, 

WJien you're a beggar. 

Ccs. You are bold with me ! 

Hosti'A's. Do we not know your value is cried 
down 

Fourscore i’ th’ hundred ? 

Bian. Oh, sir, T did love you 
With such a fixed heart, that in that minute 
Wherein you slighted, or contemn'd me rather, 

I, took a vow to obey your last decree, 

And never more look up at any hope 

Should bring me comfort tiiat way ; and though, 

, ■ ' since, , -■ 

Your foster«mother and the fair Clarissa 
Have, in the way of marriage, despised you, 



That hath not any way bred my revenge, 

But compassion rather, 1 have found 
So much sorrow in the way to a chaste wedlock, 
That here I will sit down and never wish 
To come to th’ journey’s end ; Your suit to me 
Henceforth be ever silenced 1 
Ces. My Bianca! 

Hostess. Henceforward, pray, forbear her and 
my house ! 

She's a poor virtuous wench ; yet her estate 
May weigh with yours in a gold balance. 

Host. Yes, and her birth in any herald’s office 
In Christendom, 

Hostess. It may prove so ; when you’ll say, 

You have leap’d a whiting.’^ 

[Esteunt all but Cesario. 

Enter Baptista and Mentivole. 

Ces. How far am I 
Grown behind-hand with fortune ! 

Bapt. Here’s Cesario ! — 

My son, sir, is to-morrow to be married i. 
Unto the fair Clarissa. 

Ces. So! ; 

Ment. We hope 
You’ll be a guest there. 

Ces. No ; 1 will not grace 
Y'our triumph so much. 

Bapt ril not tax your breeding, 

But it alters not your birth, sir ; fare you well . 

' Ment. Oh, sir, do not grieve him ; 

* Tou time leaped a mhiting.} This is probably a proverbial ex- 
pression of the time. The intended drift of the Hostess s speech 
is plain ; s!ic refers to the real condition of Bianca, then a secret. 
I cannot, however, produce another instance where the same ex- 
pression occurs. 

I? ’ 
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He has too much atiliction already. [ E-irniii. 
FVt. livery way scoru’d and lost I Shame I’ol.'ov/ 
you! 

For I am grown most miserable, 

Eiih'r a Saikr, 


Sailor . Sir, do you know 
A lady's son in town liere, they crdl Cesario •• 

Cts'. There's none such, I assure liiee. 

Sailor. I was told 
You wcie the man. 

rv.v. W'hat's riiat to thee r 
Sailor. A pox. on't ! 

You are meiunehuly ; will you drink, sir r 
Cl’S. ’'.Villi wlioin 

Saifur. With me, .sir; despise not this pitch'd 
funvas! 

The time was we have known them lined with, 
h|nu)ish ducats. 

I have news for you. 


Forim*? 

Sailor. Not unless you'll <lvink : 

Wc are like our sea provision, 

Once out of pickle, we require abundance 
Of drink. I have news to tell you. 

That, were you prince, would make you send your 
mandate 

To have a thousand bonfires made i’ th’ city, 

And fiiss’d out again with nothing but Greek wine, 
fo. Come, I will drink with thee howsoever. 
Ami upon these terms I will utter my 
; mind to you, ■ [E.rairt. 



ACT V. SCENE I, 


A Room in the Inn. 


Albeeto, PeospeeOj Juiiana, and Sailors. 

Sailor. Shall we bring your necessaries ashore, 
my lord ? 

Alb. Do what you please ; I am land-sick worse 
by far 

1 han e’er 1 was at sea. 

Pros. Collect yourself. 

Alb. Gh, my most worthy Prospero, my best 
friend, 

The noble favour I received from thee, 

In freeing me from the Turks, I now account 
Worse than my death ; for I shall never live 
To make requital. — What do you attend for? 
Sailor, 'i'o understand your pleasure. 

Alb. They do mock me ! — 

I do protest I have no kind of pleasure 
In any thing i’ th’ world, but in thy friendship ; 

I must ever except that. 

Pros. Pray leave him, leave him! 

{Exeunt Sailors. 

■ Alb. The news I heard related since my landing, 
Of the division of my family, 

How is it possible for any man 
To bear it with a set pa^ticnce ? 

Pros. You have suffer’d, 

Since your imprisonment, more weighty sorrows. 
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y///;. Ay, then I was a man of ficah and Mooc! ; 
ISTov.' f a!n made np of fire, to the ihU iieiii'ht 
Of a de:u1]y calenture : Oh, these vile wonu'ii. 
That arc so ill preservers of incn’s honours, 

'Fhc}’ eamiot poveru t ijeir own imiu'stics 
That, I shonld thirty and odd winters lees! 

I\iy expectation of a noble heir. 

An<l by a woman s falsehood find him now 
A fiction, a mere dream of what he was ! 

And yet I love him still. 

P;y.vv. In my opinion, 

The sentence on this trial, from the duke, 

IVa.s noble, to repair Cesario’s loss 
With the marriage of your wife, had you been 
dead, 

Jfk Dyvour favour, hut it was not 1 I conceive 
Twas disparagement to my name, to liave my 
widow 

iMatch with a falconer's son: And yet, helieve it, 
I love the youth still, and much pity him. 

I do remember, at my going to .lea, 

Upon a cpiarrel, and a hurt received 
From young Mcutivole, my rage so far 
O'er-topt my nobler temper, I gave charge 
To have his hand cut off ; which since I iieard, 
And to my comfort, brave Cesario 
Worthily 'prevented. 

Pm. And ’twas nobly done. 

/lik Yet the revenge for this intent of mine 
Hatli bred much slaughter in our families ; 

And yet my wife (which infinitely moans me)^ 

^ {IHikk kjiiiitehf mf#) 3Imm here is usccl actively, 

cmstn m iffi mmutf as a%’orcl of the. like im|5orl> often U ; 

hu petlvaps tills is a siogk Imumt of using in this 

for which reason Mr Sympsoa preposes to ready moves 
ward* 

Verbs passife weto ’'conttoiialiy used actively iiy oar pocti. as 
well an other 
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Intsmis to marry my sole heir, Clarissa, 

To the head branch of the other faction. 

Pros. It is the mean to work reconcilement. 
yi//>. Tween whom? 

Pros. Yourself and the worthy Baptista. 

Alb. Never. 

Pros. Oh, you have been of a noble and re- 
markable friendship ; 

And, by this match, ’tis generally in Florence 

Hoped, will fully be reconciled ; to me 
’Twould be absolute content. 

JuL And to myself ; _ » ; 

I have main interest in it. 

Alb. Noble sir, 

You may command my heart to break tor you, 
But never to bend that way. Poor Cesano, 
When thou putt’st on thy mournful willow gar- 
land, 

Thy enemy shall be suited, I do vow, 

In the same livery ! My Cesario, 

Lovetl as my foster-child, though not my son, 
Which in some countries formerly were barba- 
w rous,^ 

r'/L^ « sr 

usual in ancient Rome, but I don’t at least remember 

The poet probably aOudes to y, 

v-d a eearer „ ,u‘V„nians • but fosterhood 

note of the adoption <>f f vTay connected 
and adoption are two distinctndeas that are no v, y 

with each other.” ^ = country of Europe, 

fosfcrch°Kas atienUy held “ a name most affectionate.” ^ 
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SCENE IL 


Another in the same. 


Enter Forobosco and Clown. 

Chxon. Now, sir, will not you acknowledge that 
I have mightily advanced your practice ? 

For. Tis confess’d ; and I will make thee a great 
man for it 

Clown. I take a course to do that myself, for I 
drink sack in abundance. 

For- Oh, my rare rascal ! We must remove. 

Clcwn. Whither ? 

For. Any whither ; Europe is too little to be co- 
zened by us : I am ambitious to go to the East In- 
dies, thou and I to ride on our brace of elephants. .. 

Clown. And for my part I long to be in England 
again ; you will never get so much as in England ; 
we have shifted many countries, and many names,' 
but traunce^ the world over, you shall neve# purse 
up so much gold as when yoti were ih England, 
and called yourself Doctor Lambs fays .’ 

^ Tranme^ The editions of ! 750 and 1778 read silently, trace . " 
Perhaps the word in the folioa’-iiay have been a cant phrase simi- 
lar to iramp^ to tread hard and awkwardly, and therefore I have 
restored it, 

D&ctor Mmbsiones^ \^ -r Lamb was a celebrated diaracter of 
the time,’ and fench of tbe Duke of Buckingham, 

whom, according to the'^^mireption of the vulgar, he assisted by 
his conjuratiom in misleading the king. As early as iCOS, he was 
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For. ’Twas an attractive name, I confess ; wo- 
men were then my only admirers. 

Cloxcn. And all their visits were either to fur- 
ther their lust, or revenge injuries. 

For. You should have forty in a morning be- 
leaguer my closet, and strive who should be co- 
zened first : ’Mongst fourscore® love-sick waiting- 
women that have come to me in a morning to 
learn what fortune should betide ’em in their first 
marriage, I have found above niuety-four to have 
lost their maidenheads. 

Clmm. By their own confession ; but I was fain 
to be your male mid- wife, and work it out of them 
by circumstance. 

For. Thou wast ; and yet for all this frequent 
resort of women, and thy handling of their uri- 
nals and their cases, thou art not given to lechery. 
What should be the reason of it? Thou hastwhol- 
some flesh enough about thee ; and methinks the 
devil should tempt thee to’t. 

Clown. What need he do that, when he makes 
me his insti'ument to tempt others ? 

For, Thou canst not choose but utter thy rare 
good parts. Thou wast an excellent bawd, I ac- 
knowledge. 


indicted at Worcester for witchcraft, and the next year for calling 
up devils in that town. He was afterwards tried and convicted of 
a rape, bat found means to avoid the sentence of the law. He be- 
came at last a victim to popular fury, being stoned to death in the 
streets of London in at which time he was above eighty 

years of age» .. 

* ® ¥ountQTeI\ This must either be an inadvertency of the poet, 
or an error of the press for fivescore, as ninety-four of thesb wo- 
men are afterwards said to have, lost their maidenheads* It is, 
however, possible that the text may be right, as a kind of odd hu- 
mour may be brought out ofit ; meaning, that they were so bad, 
that all had lost their maidenheads ; ay, ninety-four out of a four- 
score, ns we might still say, thirteen out ofthe dozen. 
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Clomi. Well, and what I have done that way— 
I will spare to spealf of all you and I have done, 
sir ; and though we should — 

jPo?’. We will for England, that’s for certain. 

Clown. We shall never want there. 

For. Want? their Court of Wards shall want 
money first ; for I profess myself lord paramount 
over fools and mad folks.^ 

Clmn. Do but store yourself with lies enough 
against you come thither. 

For. Why, that’s all the familiarity I ever had 
with the devil, my gift of lying; they say he’s 
the father of lies ; and though 1 cannot conjure, 
yet I profess myself to be one of his poor gossips. 
I will now reveal to thee a rare piece of service. 

Clozvn. W’bat is it, my most worshipful Doctor 
Lambstones ? 

For. There is a captain come lately from sea, 
they call Prosper ; I sawhim this morning, through 
a chink of wainscot that divides my lodging and 
the Host of the house, withdraw my Host and. 
Hostess, the fair Bianca, and an ancient gentle- 
woman into their bedchamber : I could not over- 
hear their conference, but I saw such a mass of 
gold and jewels ! And, when be had done, he 
locked it up into a casket. Great joy there was 
amongst thein, and forth they are gone into' the 
city, and my Host told me at his going forth, he 
thought he should not return till after supper : 
Now, sir, in their absence will we fall td our pick- 
locks, enter the chamber, seize the jewels, make 
an escape from Florence, and we are made for ever ! 

® Want f Their Court of Wards shall want vumey first ; for I 
profess mpsdf lord paramount over fools arwl mail llie 

Court ofWitrds (now joined to Court of ^ Jhiinci-ryj sold or 
gave away tKe ward .of i, lunatics, and was sometimes guilty of the 
most flagrant - 


■ I 
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piown. But if they should go to a true conjurer, 
and fetch us back in a whirlwind? 

Fo7\ Do not believe there is any such fetch in 
astrology ! And this may be a means to make us 
live honest hereafter. 

CZoaw. ’Tis but an ill road to’t, that lies through 
the highway of thieving. 

For. Indeed I am weary of this trade of for- 
tune»telling, and mean to give all over, when I 
come into England ; for it is a very ticklish quality. 

, Clown. And i’ th’ end will hang by a twine thread. 

For. Besides, the island has too many of the 
profession ; they hinder one another’s market. 

Clown. No, no, the pillory hinders their market. 

For. You know there the juggling captain.'^ 

Clown. Ay ; there’s a sure card ! 

For. Only the foreman of their jury is dead ; 
but he died like a Roman.* 

Clown. Else ’tis thought he had made work for 
the hangman. 

■ ^ You hmu there the juggling captabh'] Who this pcrs6nage 
was i have not been able to ascertain; perhaps the same who b 
mentioned above, p. 473, as the principal writer in the Mercurias 
Gatio-Belgicus, 

^ Onlp the foreman of their jury is dead; hut he died like a Ho- 
mani] This probably alludes to the celebrated Banks, whose horse, 
Morocco, exhibited tricks which greatly astonished the inhabitants 
of London in that age. From The Art of Juggling and Legerde- 
maine, by S. R. iGi2-4, the tricks appear to have been similar to 
■^hose exhibited by the learned horses at Astiey’s ; though Morocco 
certainly never affected the pathetic feelings of an audience like 
the quadruped tragedians now performing, in the year 1811, (mark. 
O’ attentive reader!) at the classical theatre in Covent Garden. 
Banks and his horse went abroad, and, according to a vulgar re- 
port, which appears very unlikely,, they were both burned at Rome 
by order of the Pope. To this the text seems to allude, by the 
w'ords he died like a Roman.” In Reed’s Shakspeare, voh YL 
p. 28, a representation of Banks and his horse is given, and almrs^ 
every thing which is known of him is there- 'Cdllec ted. - 
VOL* IX. , .Si 
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For. And the very Ball® of your false proph<jts, 
he’s quashed too. 

Clown. He did measure the stars with a false 
yard, and may now travel to Rome with a mortar 
on’s head,' to see if he can recover his money that 
way. ■: 

Fo}\ Come, come, let’s fish for this casket, and 
to sea presently ! 

Cloxon. We shall never reach London, I fear ; 

% 

^ And the very Ball of your false prophets^ he's quasltd foo.] Ben 
Jonson alludes to the same personage in his Staple of News, 
1 625 : — 


The saints do write, they expect a prophet, shortly, 

[Prophet Bail expecied in HollmuL 
The prophet Ball, to be sent over to them. 

To calculate a time, and half a time, 

And the whole time, according to Naometry/^ 

Mr Whalle.v says, by the prophet Ball is meant any factious 
leader hke John BaaL a Kentish minister, and fomeiiter of the re- 
bellion by Wat Tyler in Richard the Second’s time/'* This is a 
most unlikely supposition. Ilie prophet Ball, or Baal, alluded to by 
Fletcher ami Jonson, was no doubt some fanatic Puritan, wlio pre- 
tended, like some of our own contemporaries, to unriddle the Re- 
velation, as in the passage quoted from the Staple of News, which 
refers to Rev. xii. 14. fie is undoubtedly Ukj same wlio is men- 
tioned in Osbo'rm/s Memorials of King James : ‘‘ Ami if common 
fame did not outstrip truth, King James was by feai’e led into this 
extreme : Finding his son Henry not only averse to any popish 
match, but saluted by the Puritans as one pretigured in the Apo- 
calypse for Rome’s destruction. And to parallel this, one Ball, a 
tailor, was inspired with a like lunacy, though something more 
chargeable; for not only he, but ilamsay, his majesties watch- 
maker, put out niony and clocks, to be paid (but with small a’d-. 
vantage, considering the improbability) when King James should 
he crowned in the Pope^s chair.” 

Sjmpson confounds Bali with Banks, and with the juggling cap- 
tain hientioned above, supposing them all one identical person* 

xrff/i a mortar orCs head*’] One class of presidents in the 
parliament of Paris were styled presidents d morikr^ from a cap 
tfiey wore ■resembling in shape a W)rtar. This cap, as a mark of 
dignity and gravity, was adopted by pretended conj arm's ; it is the 
Cup always worn pa ouh^stage by Doctor Faustus’ and the conjurer 
in the W'iveT Bfelamorphoses.— 
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iBy mind runs so mucli of hanging, landing at 
Wapping.® {Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


A Room in Alberto’s House. 


Enter Mas.! A. 

IHar.- This well maybe a day of joy long- wish’d 
for 

To my Clarissa ; she is innocent, 

Nor can her youth but with an open bosom 
Meet Hymen’s pleasing bounties : But to me, 
That am environ’d with black guilt and horror, 

It does appear a funeral Though promising much 

^ My mmd runs so much of hanging, landing at Wapping.] pi- 
rates and other nautical delinquents were anciently hanged at 
Wapping. ^ 

^ It does appear a funeral j though promising much 
In the conception were hard to manage, 

But sad in the event A whole line seems to have been lost 
here ; the intention of the passage may be easily gathered : Her 
schemej which promised much in the conception, proved hard to 
^lanage, and sad in the event ” I shall not venture my conjecture 
'' into the text, but propose it as the best that yet occurs: 

It does appear a funeral. My design, 

Though promising much in the conception, * 

Was far too hard to manage, and doth prove 
But sad in the event : Jt was not hate, — Seward, 

That the words lost were disposed in this manner is a most 
improbable supposition. That one entire line, or two hemistlchs, 
were omitted at the press, is, however, by no means unlikely, 
l^lason would restore the sense by altering in this manner : 
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111 the conception - - - - * * - - - r 
» - = - . . - - were hard to manage. 

But sad in the event. It was not liatCj 
But fond indulgence in me, to preserve 
Cesario’s threaten’d life, in open court 
That forced me to disclaim him, choosing rather 
To rob him of his birth-right, and honour, 

Than suifer him to run the hazard of 
Enraged Baptista’s fury : While he lives, 

I know I have a son ; and the duke’s sentence 
A while deluded, and this tempest over, 

When he assures himself despair hath seized him, 
I can relieve and raise him. {^Kmchs xeithin.l Speak , 
who is it 

That presses on my privacies ? — 

Baptista. 

Sir, your pardon 1 

You cannot come unwelcome, though it were 
To read my secret thoughts. 

Baft. Lady, to you 

Mine shall be ever open : Lady, said I ? 

That name keeps too much distance ! sister rather 
I should have styled you ; and I now may claim it. 
Since our divided families are made one 
By this bless’d marriage ; to whose honour cornea 

ThoHgli promising muck 
In tke conception, it was hard to managey 
- But sad in the event 

Thl| is very siifEy expressed, and the same objeclion may b^* 
made against it as against Seward^s. In despair of making any 
sense- of the passage as it stands, *and as Mason’^s reading is cer- 
tainly almost as complete nonsense as tliat of llie old books, I have 
marked two , Eemistichs as lost, which I shall not attempt La 
supply. . 
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lihc duke in person, waited on by all 
The braveries of his court, to witness it, 

And then to be our guests. Is the bride ready 

To meet and entertain hiHi ? 

J/tfr. She attends^^^^^^^^^ 

The coming of your son. 

Bapt. Pray you bring her forth. 

The duke’s at hand : Music, in her loud voice, 

Speaks his arrival. 

Mar. She’s prepared to meet it. \Ea;it. ' 

Enter Mariana, Clarissa led by two Maids ; at 
the other door, Baptistaotcc/^ zaiM Mentivole 
led by tiro Courtiers ; the Duke, Bishop, and di- 
vers Attendants. A Song, zvhilst they salute, 

Duke. It were impertinent to wish you joy, 

Since all joys dwell about you : Hymen’s torch , 
Was never lighted with a luckier omen, 

, Nor burnt with so much splendour. To defer 
With fruitless compliment the means to make 
'■ Your certain pleasures lawful to the world, 

(Since in the union of your hearts they are 
Confirm’d already) would but argue us 
A boaster of our favours ; To the temple ! 

And there the sacred knot once tied, all triumphs 
Our dukedom can alFord shall grace your nuptials; 

^ Enter Alberto and Cesario. 

Bapt. On there ! . 

Ment. I hope it is not in the power / 

Of any to cross us now. 

But, in the bre?ath 

Of a wrong’d father, I forbid the bans ! 

Ces. What, do you stand at gaze ? 

Bapt, Risen from the dead? 
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Mar. Althougli the sea had vomited up tlie 
figure 

Tn which thy better part lived long imprison’d. 
True love, despising fear, runs thus to meet it. 
Clar. In duty I kneel to it. [Kmeis. 

Jib. Hence, vile wretches ! 

To you I am a substance incorporeal, 

Ami not to be profaned with your vile touch, 
That could so soon forget me ; but such things 
Are neither worth my anger nor reproof. — ■ 

To you, great sir, 1 turn myself, and these 
Immediate ministers of your government ; 

And if in my rude language I transgress, 

Ascribe it to the cold remembrance of 
My services, and not my rugged temper ! 

, Duke. Speak freely; be thy language ne’er so 
bitter, 

To see thee safe, Alberto, signs thy pardon. 

Alb. My pardon? I can need none, if it be not 
Received for an offence ; I tamely bear 
Wrongs, which a slave-born Muscovite would 
check at. 

Why, if for treason I bad been delivered 
Up to the hangman’s axe, and this dead trunk, 
Unworthy of a Christian sepulchre, 

Exposed a prey to feed the ravenous vulture, 

The memory of the much I oft did for you, 

■(Had you but any touch of gratitude, 

■' Or thought of my deservings) would have stopp’d 
you 

From these unjust proceedings. 

DMe. Hear the motives, 

That Old induce us. 

Alb. I have heard them*all ; 

Your highness’ sentence, the whole court abused, 
By the perjuries and practice of this woman ; 
(Weepest thou, crocodile ?) my hopeful son, 


Scene III.] 
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■Whom I dare swear mine own, degraded of 
The honours that descend to him from me; 

And from that, in his love scorn’d by a creature 
Whose base birth, though made eminent by her 
beauty, 

Might well have mark’d her out Cesario’s servant ! 
All this I could have pardon’d and forgot : 

But that my daughter, with my whole estate 
(So hardly purchased) is assigned a dower, 

To one whose father and whose family 
I so detest that I would lose my essence, 

And be transformed to a basilisk 
To look them dead, to me’s an injury 
Admits no satisfaction I 
Bapt. There’s none offered. 

Alb. Nor would it be accepted, though upon . 
Thy knees ’twere tendered. 

Mar, Now the storm grows high. 

Bapt, But that 1 thought thee dead, and in thy 
death 

The briny ocean had entomb’d thy name, 

■ I would have sought a wife in a bordello 
Por my Mentivole, and gladly hugg’d 
Her spurious issue as my lawful nephews,' 

Before his blood should e’er have mix’d with thine ; 
So much I scorn it. 

Alb. I’ll not bandy words ; 

But thus dissolve the contract. \Parts them.- 
^ Bapt. There I meet thee ; 

And seize on what’s mine own. 

Alb. For all my service, ^ 

Great sir, grant me the combat wi th this vvj^tch. 
That I may scourge his insolence ! 

s lawful ne'gh.QWs,'] The word nephews licrc means giaaa- 
children, a literal trauslatfon of the Latiu wepofes*-— Mason. 
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BapL I kneel for it. . •’ 

Ces. And to approve myself Alberto’s son, 

I’ll be bis second upon any odds, 

’Gainst him that dare most of Baptista’s race. 

Mmt. Already, upon honourable terms. 

In me thou hast met thy better; for her sake 
I’ll add no more. 

Alb. Sir, let our swords decide it! 

Mar. Oh, stay, sir; and as you would hold the. 
title 

Of a just prince, ere you grant licence to 
These madmens’ fury, lend your private ear 
To the most distress’d of women ! 

Duke. Speak ; ’tis granted. 

[He takes Mariana aside. 

. Clar. In the mean time, let not Clarissa be' 

A patient looker-on ! Though as yet doubtful 

{^Kneels. 

To whom to bend her knee first, yet to all 
i stoop thus low in duty, and would wash 
The dust of fury with my virgin tears, 

From his blcss’d feet,® and make them beautiful, ' 
That would move to conditions of peace, 

Though with a snail-like pace ; they all are wing’d 
I’o hear you to destruction ! Reverend sirs, * 
Think on your ancient friendship, cemented . 

With so much blood, but shed in noble actic^; 
Divided now in passion for a brawl 
The makers blush to own ! Much-loved Cesario,.„ 
Brother, or friend, (each title may prevail) 
Remember with what tenderness from our child- 
■ \ hood 




® frmM$hkss^d feci ^ mid wake' 4 ”^*] 

of tins line sce'ms built oa a passage in Scripture : iio\v hemitifui 
are the/rc/f- of him that bringeth gW. tidings I'"’ The siroilarit3; 
of cdfrcssion^ as well as sentimentj strongl}^ denotes imitation*--^* 
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W*e loved together, you preferring m# 

Before yourself^ and I so fond of you. ' 

That it begot suspicion in ill minds, 

Tliat our affection was incestuous : 

Think of that happy time, in which I know 
That with your dearest blood you had prevented 
This shower of tears from me ! Mentivole, 
j\Iy husband, register’dinthatbright star-chamber, 
I'hough now on earth made strangers, be the ex- 
ample ! 

And offer in one hand the peaceful olive 
Of concord ; or, if that can be denied, 

By powerful intercession, in the other 
Carry the Hermian rod, and force atonement ! 

Nay, we will not be all marble death’s the worst 
then, \Offers to kill herself- 

And he shall be my bridegroom. 

^ MenL Hold, Clarissa 
A This loving violence [1] needs must offer : 

I In spite of honour^ 

• . [ATe snatches away her knife, and sets his 

•d* own breast ; she stays his hanoT H 

Duke. Was it to that end then ? 

On your religion ? 

Mar. And my hope in heaven, sir ! 

Duke. We then will leave entreaties, and make 
use 

^ 3 Now ®c tdll not be all marble.'] I should strike out the word 
n0V3 at the beginning, as injurious both to sense and raciv^ or 
perhaps we should read nay instead of it. — Mason. g 

Some amendment seems requisite; but 1 prefer the variation to 
the omission of the first word, a^ it is unlikely to have been foisted 
in at the press, 

^ Mcnt» Eoldy Clarissa, hts loving violence needs must 

Offer in spite (f]ionQm\\ Former Qdiiioiis.-^Scrvard. 
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Of our authority.' — Must I cry aim^ ‘ • 

To this unheard-of insolence ? in iny presence 
To draw your swords, and, as all I'everence 
That's due to majesty were forfeited, 

Gherish tin’s wildness.? Sheathe them instantly. 
And shew an alteration in your looks ; 

Or, by my power 

Alb. Cut off my head ! 

Bapt. And mine ! 

Rather than hear of peace with this bad man, 
ril not alone give up my throat, but suffer 
Your rage to reach my family. 

Alb. And my name 
To be no more remember’d. 

Enter Prospero, Juliana, mid Bianca in bratn 
Apparel. 

Duke. What are these ? 

Ces. Bianca ? ’tis Bianca, still Bianca ! 

But strangely alter’d. 

Bapt. i f that thirteen years 
Of absence could raze from my memory 
The figure of my friend, I might forget thee ; 
But if thy image be graven on my heart, if 
Thou art my Prospero. 

Bros, Thou my Baptista. 

Duke. A sudden change ! 

Bapt. I dare not ask, dear friend, 

If Juliana live ; for that’s a blessing 
I dm unworthy of ! but yet deny not 
To^’.t me know the place she hath made happy. 
By having there her sepulchre. 

s 3Ius£ I cry aim.] It has beeit before observed (vol. V. p 
1 14) that aim was a word of encouragement from the by-stander 
al the exercise of archery. 


12 



ScElrElII.] THE INN. ' , 

Sros. If your highness 
Please to vouchsafe a patient ear. 

We shall make a true relation of a story 
That shall call on your wonder. 

Duke. Speak j we hear you. 

Pi'os. Baptista’s fortune in the Genoa court, 

His banishment, with his fair wife’s restraint, 

You are acquainted with; what since hath fol- 
lowed 

I faithfully will deliver. Ere eight moons 
After Baptista’s absence were complete, 

Fair Juliana found the pleasures, that 
They had enjoyed together, were not barren. 

And, blushing at the burden of her womb. 

No father near to own it, it drew on 
A violent sickness, which call’d down compassion 
From the angry duke ; then, careful of her health, 
Physicians were inquired of, and their judgment 
Prescribed the baths of Lucca as a means 
* For her recovery : To my charge it pleased her 
■'To be committed ; but as on the way 
. .-W-Yjournied, those throes, only known to women, 

_ -,'..1 Came thick upon her: In a private village 

Bapt. She died ? 

■ Pros. Have patience ’.—she brought to the world 
A hopeful daughter : For her body’s sickness. 

It soon decayed ; but the grief of her mind ■ 
Hourly increased, and life grew tedious to her ; 
Aiid, desperate e’er to see you, she enjoined me 
'to place her in a Greekish monastery, 

And to my care gave up her pretty daughter^ 

‘ Bapt. What monastery? as a pilgrim bare-|5ot, 
I’ll search it out. 

Pj'os. Pray you intenupt me not. 

Now to my fortunes ! The girl well disposed of 
tv ith a faithful friend of mine, my cruel fate 
Made me a prisoner to the Turkish gallies, 
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•■tlie 


gave me 


slie 


Where for twelve years these hands tugg tl att 
oar ; 

But Fortune tired at length with my afilictions, 
Some sl)ips of Malta met the Ottoman fleet 
Charged them, and hoarded them, and 
fi’ccdoni. 

With my deliverers I served, and got 
Such reputation with the Great-Master, 

That he gave me command over a tall 
And lusty ship, where my first happy service 
Was to redeem Alberto, rumour’d dead, 

But was, like me, surprised by Cortugogii/ 

Jib. I would I had died there ! 

Pros. And from him learning 
Baptista lived, and their dissolved friendship, 

I hois’d up sails for Greece, found Juliana 
A votary at her beads : Having made known 
Both that you lived, and where you were, 
borrowed 

So much from her devotion, as to wish me 
To bring her to you. If the object please you, { 
With Joy receive her ! ■*' 

BapL liage and fury, leave me ! 

[I’/irows aivay his sxim'd and embraces her, 
I am so full of happiness, there’s no room left 
To entertain j^u.— Oh, my long-lost jewel. 

Light of mine eyes, my soul’s strength ! 

Jui, My best lord ! 

Havingembraced you thus, death cannot fright me. 
BapL_ Live long to do so ! though I should fiji^ 

V 

Barton me, Prospero,^ though I inquire 

* Coi'iugoglL] Probably somcnoted Turkish pirate of thctiinci 
Furdon me, Prospero, though I inquire.] Seward reads, 

But pardon me, though of Prospero I inquire ; 
but the alteration is a most impertinent one, after the pointing i’s 

7 ■ 





ficEium.] THE INR ' : ' m§ 

f '* ■/ 

[My.daughter’s fortune I * 

Pros. That your happiness 
May be at all parts perfect, here she is ! 

Ces. Bianca daughter to a princess ? 

Pros. True. 

With my faithful Host I left her, and with him 
Till now she hath resided, ignorant 
Both of her birth and greatness. 

Bapt. Oh, my blest one ! 

Joy upon joy o’erwhelms me ! 

Duke. Above wonder ! 

Alb. I do begin to melt too ; this strange story 
Works much upon me. 

Duke. Since it hath pleased Heaven 
To grace us with this miracle, I that am 
Heaven’s instrument here, determine thus : Al« 
berto, • 

Be not unthankful for the blessings shewn you, 
Nor you, Baptista I Discord was yet never 
A welcome sacrifice ; therefore, rage laid by, 
^Embrace as friends, and let pass’d dilference 
JBe^as a::dreaih: &r|bttehTSsi||ilg^^ 

; Bapt. ’Tis to mei 

Alb. And me ; I thus confirm it. [Thaj embrace.. 
. Duke. And to tie it 

In bonds not to be broken, with the marriage 
Of young Mentivole and fair Clarissa, 

So you consent, great lady, your Bianca 
Shall call Cesario husband. 

Jul. ’Tis a motion 

I gladly yield to. ' 

"Ces. One in which you make iT 

A sad man happy. [Offers to kneel 

• 

the preceding line had been spoiled. As Mason properly explains j 
Baptista means to say,, — lilioiigh I ought to have been satisfied 
with having recovered mv wife, pardon me ii 1 inquire mj 


510 THE FAIR MAID OF [Act V 

Bian. Kneel not ! all forgiven. 

Duke. With t'he duke your uncle I will make 
atonement, 

And will have no denial. 

Mar. Let this day 
Be still held sacred ! 

Enter Host, Foeobosco, and Clorcn, bound and 
guarded by Officers. 

Host. Now if you can conjure, 

Let the devil unbind you. 

For. We are both undone ! 

.Clffwn. Already we feel it. 

Justice, sir ! 

'Duke. W'hat are they ? 

Bros. I can resolve you ; slaves freed from the 
gallics 

By the viceroy of Sicilia. 

Duke. What’s their olFence ? 

Host. The robbing me ofaliiny plate and Jewels; ! 
I mean, the attempting of it. > 

Clown. Please your grace, I will now discover 
this varlet in earnest ; this honest pestilent rogue 
professed the art of conjuring; but all the skill 
that ever he had in the black art, was in making 
a sea-coal fire;® only with wearing strange shapes 
he begot admiration ’mongst fools and tvomen. 
Fo7\ Wilt thou peach, thou varlet ? 

Duke. Why does he goggle with his eyes, andk 
stalk so? 

OkrMi. This is one of his magical raptures. 

® A sea-coal jfre.] It lias been already observed, that sea- coal 
was a fuel which was reputed very unwholesome, and t!io use of 
which was confined to the lower ord^. 


■yc.E!fE III.] THE INN. sy. 

^ J^r, I do vilify® your censure ! You demand, if 
. ' am guilty ; whir— says my cloak, by a trick of 
egerdemain i Now I am not guilty ; I am guarded 
vith innocence,* pure silver lace^ I assure you. 

Clown. Thus have I read to you your virtues, 
vhich, notwithstanding, I would not have you 
vroud of. 

For. Out, thou concealment of tallow, and 
iounterfeit mummy ! 

Duke. To the gallies with them both ! 

.. Clown. The only sea-physic for a knave, is to 
. le basted in a galley, with the oil of a bull’s 
\ izzle. 

For. And will not you make a sour face at the 
ame sauce, sirrah ? I hope to find thee so lean in 
ne fortnight, thou mayst be drawn by the ears 
arough the hoop of a firkin. 

Duke. Divide them, and away with them to 
the gallies 1 

** Clomi. This will take down your pride, juggler. 

I {.They are taken off. 

.•^'■ Duke. This day,i ■ : 

, '1^ 'hat hath given birth to blessings beyond hope, 

.dmits no criminal sentence. To the temple, 

' urd there with humbleness praise Heaven’s boun- 
ties ! 

or blessings ne’er descend from thence, but when 

, sacrifice in thanks ascends from men. \Esamt. 

^ Vilify.'l i. e. Hold cheap. — Ed. lyfS. 

' I am guarded 'wiik innocence, pure silver lace, I assure po^\ 
is a pun upon the old signification of guarded, ,»«. fringed. 


END OF THE NINTH VOLUME. 




